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ROMEO and JULIET.

Enter Chorus, as Prologue.

Two houfholds, both alike in dignity,

in fair Verona, where we lay our fcene,

from ancient grudge break to new mutiny,

where civil blood makes civil hands unclean:

from forth the fatal loins of these two foes

a pair of ftar-croft lovers take their life;

whose mifadventur'd piteous overthrows

do, with their death, bury their parents' ftrife:

The fearful pafTage of their death-mark'd love,

and the continuance of their parents' rage,

which, but their children's end, nought could remove,

is now the two hours* traffick of our llage;

the which if you with patient ears attend,

what here fhall mifs, our toil lhall flrive to mend.
lExit.

8 Doth
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SCENE 1. A publkk Place.

Enter t^ivo Servants of Capulet, oddly arm^d,

1. C. Gregory, o' my word, we'll not carry coals.

2. C No, for then we (hould be colliers.

1. e. I mean, an we be in choler, we^ll draw.

2. C. Ay,while you Iive,draw yourneck out o'th'collar.

1. e. 1 Ibike quickly, being mov'd.

2. C. But thou art not quickly mov'd to ftrike.

1. e. A door of the houfe of Mountazue moves me,
2. C, To move, is— to ftir; and to be valiant, is~tQ

fland to it: therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou run'il away.

1. e. A dog of that houfe fnall move me to ftand : I

will take the wall of any man or maid of Mournague'*s.

2. e. That fhews thee a weak flave; for the weaked
goes to the wall.

1. e. True; and therefore women, being the weaker
veffels, are ever thruft to the wall: therefore I will pufh

Mounfague^s men from the wall, and thruft his maids to

the wall.

2. e. The quarrel is between our mailers, and us

their men.
1. e. 'Tis all one, I will fhew myfelf a tyrant: when

I have fought with the- men, 1 v^ill be ciuel with the

maids; I will cut off their heads.

2. e. The heads of the maids?

1. e. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden-

Jieads; take it in what fenfe thou v>dlt,

2. C rhey mull take it in fenfe, that feel it.

1. e. Me \hey fhall feel, whi-e 1 am able to (land:

and, ^tis koown, I am a pretty piece of Heili.

2. C. 'Tis v/eli, thou an no: iifl^ ; if thou hadTi, tho^
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had 'ft been poor John* Draw thy tool; here comes of

the houfe of the Mountagues.

Enter tnjuo Ser^jants of Mountague, arTTt'd likeivise,

1 . C. My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I will back

thee.

2. C. How ? turn thy back, and run ?

1. C. Fear me not.

2. C. No, marry; I fear thee!

1 . C, Let us take the law of our fides ; let them begin.

2. C I will frown, as 1 pafs by; and let them take it

^s they lift.

I. C, Nay, as they da^e. I will bite my thumb at

them; which is a difgrace to them, if they bear it.

[they pafs the others,

l,M, Do you bite your thumb at us, fir?

I.e. 1 do bite my thumb, fir.

I M. Do you bite your thumb at us, fir?

1. e. " Is the law of our fide, if 1 fay—ay?**

2. C. " No.''

1. C. No, fir, I do not bite my thumb at you, fir;

but I bite my thumb, fir.

2. C. Do you quarrel, fir?

I.M. Quarrel, fir? no, fir-

1. C. If you do, fir, I am for you; I ferve as good a
man as you.

i.M. No better.

I.e. Well, fir.

Enter Benvolio, at a Diflance,

^
2. C. Say— better; here comes one of my mafterV

kinsmen."

I. C. Yes, better, fir.

^.M. You lie.
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I . C. Draw, if you be men. ^Gregory^ remember thy

fwafhing blow. [Servantsfight.
Ben, Part, fools, [beating dowon their Weapons^ put up

your fwords;

You know not what you do.

E7iter Tybalt, ivith his S<ivord dra'wn,

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these heartlefs

Turn thee, Ben^olio, look upon thy death. [hinds

?

Ben. I do but keep the peace; put up thy fwordy

Or manage it to part these men with me.
Ttb. What, drawn, and talk ofpeace? I hate the word.

As I hate hell, all Mountagues, and thee;

Have at thee, coward. [aj/ailing him^

Enter di'vers, of both Houses, andjoin the Fray :

then Enter, to part them. Citizens, and Peace-officers,

<with Clubs, &c. [down

!

Off. Clubs, bills, and partizans! ftrike! beat them
Down with the Capulets! down with the Mountagues !

Enter Capulet, in his Gouon-, his Lady folloiving.

Cap, Whatnoiseisthis?_«Giveme mylongfword, ho!

Z. C. A crutch, a crutch; Why call you for a fword.^

Cap. My fword, I fay! old Mountague is come.

And flourilhes his blade in fpite of me.

Enter Mountague, and his Lady.

Mou. Thou villain, Cfl/«/f/,__ Hold me not, let me go.

L, M. Thou (halt not llir one foot to feek a foe.

Enter Prince, and Attendants.

Pri. Rebellious fubjeds, enemies to peace,

Prophaners of this neighbour- flained fleel,_

Will they not hear?__what, ho! you men, you beads,"-*

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage

With purple fountains iffuing from your veins,"^
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On pain of torture, from those bloody hands

Throw your mif-temper*d weapons to the ground,

\Fray ceafes»

And hear the fentence of your moved prince

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word.

By thee, old CapiJet, and Mountague y

Have thrice difturb'd the quiet of our ftreets;

And made Verona's ancient citizens

Cafl'by their grave befeeming ornaments

To wield old partizans, in hands as old,

Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate:

If ever you difturb our flreets again.

Your lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace.

For this time, all the rell depart away:
You, Capulety fliall go along with me;
And, Mountague, come you this afternoon.

To know our farther pleasure in this cafe.

To old Free-tonvny our common judgment-place*

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

[Exeunt Prince, and /Attendants', Capulet,
and Lady Capulet, Tybalt, Ser<vants. See,

Mou. Who fet this ancient quarrel new abroach?

Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ?

Ben, Here tvere the fervants of your adverfary.

And yours, clofe fighting ere 1 did approach

;

I drew to part them ; in the inftant came
The fiery Tybalt, with his fvvord prepared;

Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears.

He fwong about his head, and cut the winds.

Who, nothing hurt withal, hifT'd him in fcorn

:

While we were interchanging thruils and blows.

Came more and more, and fought on part and part>
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^Till the prince came, who parted either part.

Z. M. O, where is Romeo! favv you him to-day

Hight glad I am, he was not at this fray.

Beu, Madam, an hour before the worfhip'd fun
Peered forth the golden window of the eaft,

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad;

Where— underneath the grove of fvcamour,

That weilward rooteth from this city' fide

—

So early walking did I fee your fon:

'Towards him I made; but he was 'ware of me,
And ftole into the covert of the wood :

I, measuring his afredions by my own,

—

Which then mofl fought where mofl: might not be found.

Being one too many by my weary felf,

—

Purfu'd my humour, not purfuing his,

And gladly fliun'd who gladly fied from me.
Mou, Many a morning hadi he there been feen.

With tears augmenting the frefh morning's dew,
Adr'ing to clouds more clouds with his deep fighs:

But all fo foon as the all-chearing fun

Should in the fartheft eafl bc;>in to draw
The lhady curtains from Auroras bed.

Away from light Heals home my heavy fbn.

And private in his chamber pens himfelf;

Shuts up his windows^ locks fair day-light out.

And makes himfelf an artificial night:

Black and portentous mull this humour prove,

LInlefs good counfcl may the cause remove.

Bni? , My noble uncle, do you know the cause?

Mou. I neither know it, nor can learn of him.

Btiij. Have you importun d him by any means?

Mou, Both by myfeif, and many ouier hicnds i
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But he, his own affedions' counfellor,

Is to himfelf— 1 will not fay, how true'^

But to himfelf fo fecret and fo clofe.

So far from founding and difcovery.

As is the bud bit with an envious worm.
Ere he can fpread his fweet leaves to the air.

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame.

Could we but learn from whence his forrows grow.
We would as willingly give cure, as know.

Enter Romeo, at a Diftance.

Ben, See, where he comes : So please you, ftep afide;

I'll know his grievance, or be much deny'd.

Mou. I would, thou were fo happy by thy (lay

To hear true fhrift. Come, madam, let's away.

[ Exeunt Mou N T A G u E , and Lady»
Ben. Good morrow, cousin.

Rom, Is the day fo young?
Ben, But new llrook nine.

Rom, Ay mt \ fad hours feem long.

Was that my father, that went hence fo fall?

Ben, It was: What fadnefs lengthens ^^/w^^'s hours?

Rom, Not having that, which, having, makes them
Ben. In love? [ftiort.

Rom, Out—'
Ben, Of love?

Rom, Out of her favour, where I am in love.

Ben, Alas, that love, fo gentle in his view.

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proof!

Rom, Alas, that love, whose view is mufH*d flill.

Should, without eyes, fee path-ways to his will!

Where (hall we dine ? Oh me ! What fray was here

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.
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Here's much to do with hate, but more with love:**.

Why then, o brawling love, o loving hate!

O any thing, of nothing iirft created

!

O heavy lightnefs, ferious vanity,

Mif-fhapen chaos of well-feeming forms!

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fire, fick health*

Still-waking fleep, that is not what it is!

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Doll thou not laugh ?

Ben, No, coz', I rather weep.

Rom, Good heart, at what ?

Ben . At thy good heart's opprellion.

Rom. Why, fuch is love's tranfgreflion.

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breaft;

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prefT'd,

With more of thine : this love, that thou haft fhovvn>

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.

Love is a fmoke, made with the fume of fighs

;

Being purg'd, a £re fparkling in lovers' eyes;

Being vex'd, a fea nourifh'd with loving tears:

What is it elfe? a madnefs moft difcreet,

A choaking gal}, and a preserving fweet.

Farewel, my coz'. [gof^i*

Ben. Soft, I will go along;

An if you leave me fo, you do me wrong.

RoMr Tut, I have loft myfelf; [ am not here,

This is not Romeo, he's fome other where.

Ben. Tell me in fadnefs, who is that you love?

Rom. What, (hall 1 groan, and tell thee.**

Ben. Groan? why, no;

But fadly tell me, who.

Rom. Bid a fick man in fadnefs make hi^ will:—
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O word ill urg'd to one that is io

In fadnefs, cousin, I do love a woman.
J^EN. I aim'd fo near, when I fuppos'd you lov'd.

J^OM, A right good marks-man ; And fhe's fair 1 love,

jBen, a right fair mark, fair coz', is fooneft hit.

Rom. Well, in that hit you mifs: fhe'll not be hit

With Cupid's arrow, (he hath Dianas wit;

And, in ftrong proof of chaftity well arm'd,

From love's weak childifh bow (he lives unharmM.
She will not Hay the fiege of loving terms.

Nor bide the encounter of afTailing eyes.

Nor ope her lap to faint-feducing gold:

O, fhe is rich in beauty; only poor.

That, when fhe dies, with her dies beauty's flore.

Ben. Then (he hath fworn, that (he vvillilill live chafte.

Rom. She hath, and in that fparing makes huge wafte;

For beauty, ftarv'd with her feverity.

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity.

She is too fair, too wise; wisely too fair.

To merit blifs by making me defpair:

She hath forfworn to love; and, in that vow.
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now.

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of hen
Rom. O, teach me how I fhould forget to think.

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes;

Examine other beauties,

Rom. 'Tis the wajr

To call hers* exquisite, in queftion more:
These happy mafks, that kifs fair ladies' brows.

Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair;

He, that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget

The precious treasure of his eye-fight loH:

4 inarke man 14 with beawtie dies her flore
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Shew me a miftrefs that is pafling fair.

What doth her beauty ferve, but as a note

Where I may read who paff'd that pafling fair?

Farewel ; thou canft not teach me to forget.

Ben, ril paythatdo6lrine,orelfe die in deht.[ Exeunf^

SCENE U. J Street.

Enter Capulet, Paris, Servant.

Cjp, And Mountague is bound as well as I,

In penalty alike; and 'tis not hard, I think.

For men fo old as we to keep the peace.

Par, Of honourable reckoning are you both;

And pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds fo long.

Eut now, my lord, what fay you to my fuit?

Cap. But faying o'er what I have faid before:

My child is yet a llranger in the world.

She hath not feen the change of fourteen years;

Let two m.ore fummers wither in their pride.

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.

Par. Younger than (he are happy mothers made.

Cap. And too foon mar'd are those fo "early made:
The earth hath fwallow'd all my hopes but fhe.

She is the hopeful lady of my earth:

liut woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart.

My will to her confent is but a part;

An fhe agree, within her fcope of choice

Lies my confent and fair according voice.

This night I hold an old accuiiom'd feaft.

Whereto I have invited many a gueft,

Such as 1 love; and you, among the flore.

One more, moll welcome, makes my number more:

At my poor houfe look to behold this night
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Barth-treading ftars, that make dark heaveri light:

Such comfort, as do lufty young men feel

When vVell-apparerd A[^ril on the heel

Of limping winter treads, even fuch delight

Among frefii female buds fhall you this I'light

Inherit at my houfe; hear all, all fee,

And like her moll whose merit moft (hall be

;

On which more view of many, mine, being one.

May Hand in number, though in reck'ning none.

Come, go with me: Go, iirrah, trudge about

Through fair Verona; find those perfons out.

Whose names are written=|= there; and to them fay.

My houfe and welcome on their pleasure flay.

[^Exeunt C^vv'L'ET, and^A?.is.

Sef-. Find them out, whose names are written here:

It is written— that the ftioemaker fhould meddle with

his yard, and the taylor with his laft, the filher with his

pencil, and the painter with his nets; but 1 am fe.nt to*

find those perfons out, whose names are here writ, and
can never find what names the writing perfon hath here

writ. I mull to the learned: — In good time.

Enter Benvolio, a?2d Romeo.
Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another's burning-}

One pain is lefTen'd by another's anguifh

;

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning;

One defperate grief cures with another's languifli:

Take thou fome new infedlion to thy eye.

And the rank poison of the old will die.

Rom, Your plantan leaf is excellent for that.

BtN. For what, 1 pray thee?

Rom, For your broken fliin.

Bfn, Why, Romeo, art thou mad?

8 Which ort

Vol. X.
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"Rou. Not mad, but bound more than a mad-man Is

5

Shut up in prison, kept without my food,

Whipt, and tormented, and Good den, good fellow.

Ser, God gi'go'den. I pray, fir, can you read?

Rom, Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.

Se7\ Perhaps,you have learned it without book: But,

I pray, can you read any thing you fee ?

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language.

Ser. Ye fay honeftly ; Reft you merry

!

Rom. Stay, fellow; 1 can read. [reads.

Signior Martino, and his fwije, and daughter County

Anfelme, and his beauteous Jijiers ; ^he lady ^idonv of
Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio, and his lo^vely nieces ;

Mercutio, and his ^rc/i'^r Valentine; Mine uncle Ca-
pulet, his njoife^ and daughters \ Myfair «/>f^ Rosaline;

Livia; Signior Valentio, and his cousin Tybalt; Lucio,

and the lively Helena.

A fair affembly; [gi'ving hack the Note.
'\
Whither fhould

they come?
Ser. Up.
Rom. Whither?
Ser. To our houfe.

Rom. Whose houfe?

Ser, My m.after's.

Rom, Indeed, I fhoul'd have afk'd you that before,

Ser. Now ril tell you without afking:

My mafter is the great rich Capulet;

And if you be not of the houfe of tfje Mountagues^
I pray jou, come; and crulh a cup of wine.

Reft you merry. [Exif»

Ben. At this fame ancient feaft of Capulet^s

Sups the fa.ir Rosaline, whom thou fo lov'ft;

2* V. Note,
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Witb^all the admired beauties of Verona:

^Go thither; and, with unattainted eye,

Compare her face with feme that I lhall fliow.

And 1 will make thee think thy fwan a crow.

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye

Maintains fuch falfhood, then turn tears to fires!

And these,— who, often drown'd, could never die,"^

Tranfparent hereticks, be burnt for liars!

One fairer than my lovel the all-feeing fun

Ne*er faw her match, fince firft the world begun.

Ben, Tut, tut! you faw her fair, none elfe being b/^

Herfelf poiz'd with herfelf in either eye:

But in those cryftal fcales let there be weigh'd

Your lady love againft fome other maid
That I will (how you, fhining at this feaft,

And fhe (hall fcant Ihew well, that now fhews bell.

Rom. I'll go along, no fuch fight to be fhown.

But to rejoice in fplendor of mine own. \^Exeunf*

SCENE III. J Room{nQ2ipu\et'sHoufe.

Enter Lady Capulet;, ^;/^Nurfe.

L. C. Nurfe,where's my daughter? call her forth tome.

Nur, Now, by my maidenhead,— at twelve year old,""^

I bad her come: What, lamb! what lady-bird !«.

God forbid! where's this girl? what, Juliet!

Enter Juliet.

Jul. How now? who calls?

Nur. Your mother.

Jul. Madam, I am here;

What is your will?

L. C. This is the matter: Nurfe, give leave a while.

We mult talk in fecret. Murfe, came back again

;

6 fire 1 5 that Chriftali i4 Ladles love

B 2
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I have remember'd me, thou (halt hear our counfel*

Thou knovv'll:, my daughter's of a pretty age

:

Nur. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour.

Z. C. She's not fourteen,

Nur, I'll lay fourteen o' my teeth

And yet, to my teeth be it fpoken, I have but four,"^

She's not fourteen: How long is't now to Lammas-tide?

L. C. A fortnight, and odd days.

Nur. Even or odd, of all days i' the year,

Come Lammas-eve at night, (hall fhe be fourteen.

Susan, and Ihe,— God reft all chriftian fouls'.-^

Were of an age: Well, Susan is with God;
She was too good for me: But, as I faid.

On Lammas-eve at night lhall fhe be fourteen;

That lhall Ihe, marry; I remember it well.

'Tis fince the earth-quake now eleven years;

And fhe was wean'd,— I never fhall forget it,^

Of all the days o'the year, upon that day:

For I had then lay'd wormwood to my dug.

Sitting i' the fun under the dove-houfe wall.

My lord and you were then at Mantua;
Nay, I do bear a brain : but, as I faid.

When it did tafle the wormwood on the nipple

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool

!

To fee it teachy, and fall out wi' the dug :

Shake, quoth the dove-houfe : 'twas no need, I trow.

To bid me trudge.

And fmce that time it is eleven years

:

For then fhe could ftand alone; nay, by the roOd,

She could have run and waddi'd all about.

For even the day before flie broke her brow:

And then my husband—God be with his foulF

I thouTc heare
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A' was a merry man; — took up the child;

Tea, quoih he, ^^q// thou fall upon thy face?
nou nvilt fall back^vard, ^hen thou hafi more "wky

Wilt thou not, Juli'? and, by my holy-dam.

The pretty wretch left crying, and faid

—

Jy:
To fee now how a jeft fhall come about!

I warr'nt, an 1 fliould live a thousand years,

I never (hould forget it; Wilt thou not, Juli'? quoth he:

And, pretty fool, it ftinted, and faid~"yfy.

Z. C, Enough of this; I pray thee, hold thy peace.

Nur. Yes, madam; Yet I cannot choose but laugh.

To think it (hould leave crying, and {2^y~^Ay:

And yet, I warr'nt, it had upon it'0 brow
A bump as big as a young cock'rel's ftone;

A par'lous knock; and it cry'd bitterly.

Tta, quoth my husband, y^?//^ upon thyface?
Thou ^iltfall backward, n»hen thou comfl to age ;

Wilt thou not, Juli'? it ftinted, and {aid-^Jy.

JvL. And ftint thou too, I pray thee, nurfe, fay L
Nur, Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his grace

!

Thou waft the prettieft babe that e'er I nurf'd

:

An I might live to fee thee marry'd once,

I have my wii"h>

//. C. Marry, that marry is the very theme
I came to talk of:-_TeIl me, daughter y^/Z/V/,

How ftands your disposition to be marry'd?

JvL, It is an hour that 1 dream not of.

Nur. An hour! were not I thine only nurfe,

I'd fay, thou hadft fuck'd wisdom from thy teat.

L, C, Well,think of marriage now; younger than you.
Here in Verona, ladies of efteem,

Are made already mothers ; by my count.
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I was your mother much upon these years

That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief;*^

The valiant Paris feeks you for his love,

Nur. A man, young lady! lady, fuch a man.
As all the world— Why, he's a man of wax.

L, C. Verona s fummer hath not fuch a flower.

Nur. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very flower.

L, C. What fay you ? can you love the gentleman.^

This night you fliall behold him ai our feail;

Read o'er the volume of young Paris^ face,

And find delight writ there with beauty's pen;

Exj^mine every feveral lineament.

Ana fee how one another lends content;

And v/hat obfcur'd in this fair volume lies.

Find written :n the margin of his eyes.

This precioua book or love, this unbound lover.

To beautify him, only lacks a cover:

The fifn lives in the fea; and 'tis much pride,

Foi fair without the fair within to hide :

That book in many's eyes doth fhare the glory,

That in gold clafps iocks-in the golden ftory ;

So ihall you lhare all that he doth possefs.

By having hira, making yourfelf no lefs.

ISlur, No lefs? nay, bigger; women grow by men.
Z. C. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris^ love?

Jul. rU look to like, if looking liking miOve:

Eut no more deep will 1 endart mine eye.

Than your confent gives flrength to make it fly.

Enter a Servant.

^er Madam,theguefls are come, fupperferv'd up,you
cnird, my young lady alk'd for, the nurfe curf'd in the

pantry, and every thing in extremity. I muit h^n^e to
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wait; T befeech you, follow flrait.

L.C. We follow thee. Juliet^ the county (lays.

iV«r. Go, girl, feelc happy nights to happy days.

\Exeunt.

jcru.
SCENE 1. JSlreet.

Enter J in majking Habits^ Torches

dnd a Drum freceding the?n^ Mercutio, Rom e o.

Be N V OL I o, and Others.

Rom, What, (hall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe?

Or (hall we on without apology?

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixity:

We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a fcarf.

Bearing a Tartar'' s painted bow of lath.

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper;

But, let them measure us by what they will.

We'll measure them a measure, and be gone.

Rom, Give me a torch, I am not for this ambling;
peing but heavy, I will bear the light.

Mer. Nay, gentle Rcmeo, we muft have you dance.

Rom. Not I, believe me: you have dancing fhoes,

With nimble foles; I have a foul of lead.

So flakes me to the ground, I cannot move.
Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid^s wings.

And foar with them above a common bound.

Rom. \ am too fore enpearced with his fhaft.

To foar with his light feathers; and fo bound,
1 cannot bound a pitch above dull woe:
Under love's heavy burthen do I fmk.
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Mer. And, to fink in it, fhould yoa burthen love;

Too great oppreflion for a tender thing.

Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough.

Too rude, too boift'rous; and it pricks like thorn.

H^ER. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ;

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down
Give me a cafe to put my visage in : [tah'f?g onefrom anAtt,

A visor for a visor! \thronjjing it aivay,] what care I,

What curious eye doth quote deformities ?

Here are the beetle-brows, fhall blufh for me.
Ben, Come, knock, and enter; and no fooner in.

But every man betake him to his legs.

Rom. a torch for me: let wantons, light of heart.

Tickle the fenfelefs rufhes with their heels;

For 1 am proverb'd with a grandfire phrase,"^

I'll be a candle- holder, and look on,

—

The game was ne'er fo fair, and I am dun.

Mer, Tut! dun's the moufe, theconftable'sown word:
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire.

Or (fave your reverence) love, wherein thou ftick'il

Up to the ears Come, we burn day-light, ho,

Rom. Nay, that's not fo.

Mer. I mean, fir, in delay;

We wafte our lights in vain, like lamps by day:

Take our good meaning; for our judgment fits

Five times in that, ere once in our line wits.

RoT^i, And we mean well, in going to this malk^

But 'tis no wit to go,

Mer. Why, may one aflc?

Rom, 1 dreamt a dream to-night.

Mer, And fo did I.

^OM. Well, what v/as yours
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Mt.r. That dreamers often lie:

i?0Ai. In bed afleep, while they do dream things true.

Mer, O, then, I lee, qaeen Mah hath been with yoa«
She is the fancy's midwife; and flie comes
In fhape no bigger than an agat ftone

On the fore-finger of an alderman.

Drawn with a team of little atomj'es

Over men's noses as they lie afleep:

Her waggon-fpokes made of long fpinners' legs;

The cover, of the wings of grafs-hoppers

;

Her traces, of the fmallefl: fpider's web;
Her collars, of the moon-diine's vvatry beams;

Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lafli, of film:

Her waggoner, a fmall grey-coated gnat.

Not half fo big as.a round little worm
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid:
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut.

Made by the joyner fquirrel, or old grub.

Time out o' mind the fairies' coach-makers.

And in this ftate flie gallops night by night

Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love:

O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on curtfies (Iraight:

O'er lawyers' fingers, who ftraight dream on fees:

O'er ladies' lips, who ftraight on kiffes dream;
Which oft the angry Mab with bliilers plagues.

Because their breaths with fweet-meats tainted are:

Sometime ihe gallops o'er a courtier's nose.

And then dreams he of fmelling out a fuic:

And fometime comes flie with a tithe-pig's tail.

Tickling a parfon's nose as a' lies afleep.

Then he dreams of another benefice:

Sometime flie driveth o'er a foldier's neck.

4 Fairies
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And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,

Of breaches, ambufcadoes, Spamjh blades*

Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon

Drums in his ear; at which he flarts, and wakes

;

And, being thus frighted, fvvears a prayer or two,

And deeps again. This is that very Ma6,
That plats the manes of horfes in the night;

And cakes the elf-locks in foul lluttilli hairs.

Which once untangPd much miffortune bodes.

This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs.

That preiTes them, and learns them firil to bear.

Making them womei^ of good carriage.

SntJ this is file,—

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercuiio, peace;

Thou talk'ft of nothing.

Mer» True, I talk of dreams;

Which are the children of an idle brain.

Begot of nothing but vain fantafy;

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ^*r;

And more inconllant than the wind, who wooes
Even now the frossen bosom of the north,

And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence.

Turning his face to the dew-dropping fouth.

Ben, This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourf^lves

;

Supper is done, and we lhall come too late.

Rom, I fear, too early: for my mind mifglves.

Some confequence, yet hanging in the liars.

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date

With this night's revels; and expire the term

Of a defpised life, clos'd in my bread.

By feme vile forfeit of untimely death

:

But He, that hath the lleerage of my courfc.
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Dlred my fu;t!__On, lufty gentlemen.

Ben. Strike, drum. [Drum. Exeunu

SCENE II. Hallin Capulet'j Houfe.

Musicians waiting. Servants pafs to andfro^

Jetting the Room in Order,

1 . 5. Where's Potpan^ that he helps not to take away ?

he fhift a trencher! he fcrape a trencher!

2. S, When good manners fhall lie all in one or two
men's hands, and they unwafh'd too, 'tis a foul thing.

I. S, Away with the joint-flools, remove the court

cup-board, look to the plate: good thou, fave me a
piece of march-pane; and, as thou lov'ft me, let the por-

ter let in Susan Grindjioney dXidi NelL Antony! Potpanf

3. S. Ay, boy; ready.

1 . S, You are look'd for, and call'd for, afk'd for, and
fought for, in the great chamber.

2. S, We cannot be here and there too. Chearly,

boys; be brilk a while, and the longer liver take all.

Enter C a p u l e T , and those of his Houjhold

;

their Guefs^ and the Mafkers»

Cjp. Welcome, gentlemen! ladies, that have their toes

Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout with you:

Ah ha, my miftrefTes ! which of you all

Will now deny to dance? (he that makes dainty.

She, ril fwear, hath corns; Am I come near ye now?_.
Welcome |?oil too, gentlemen ! I have feen the day.

That I have worn a visor ; and could tell

A whirp*'ring tale in a fair lady's ear.

Such as would please ; 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone
You are welcome, gentlemen—Come, musicians, play

—

[^MusicL Dancefor^ning.
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A hall, a hall! give room, and foot it, girls.

More light, ye knaves; and turn the tables up.

And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.«

Ah, firrah, this unlook'd-for fport comes well.

Nay, fit, nay, fit, good cousin Capu/et;

[^draiving him a Chair.

For you and I are part our dancing days:

How long is't now, fince lafi: yourfelf and I

Were in a malk?
Cou. By*r-lady, thirty years.

Cap, What, man ! 'tis not fo much, 'tis not fo much

:

'Tis fince the nuptial of Lucentioy

Come pentecoft as quickly as it will.

Some five and twenty years; and then we mafk'd,

'

Cou, 'Tis more, 'tis more; his fon is elder, fir;

His fon is thirty.

Ca? . Will you tell me that?

His fon was but a ward two years ago.

[Juliet // tahn out,

Rom, What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand
Of yonder knight? \^to a Servant*

Ser» I know not, fir. [Company dance,

Rom. O, file doth teach the torches to burn bright \

Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night

Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear

:

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too dear!

So ihews a fnowy dove trooping with crows.

As yonder lady o'er her fellows fliows.

The measure done, I'll watch her place of ftand.

And, touching hers, make blefled my rude hand.

Did my heart love 'till novvf forfwear it, fight;

For I ne'er faw true beauty 'till this night.
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Ttb. This, by his voice, ihould be a Mountagne:

Fetch me my rapier, boy: What, dares the flave

Come hither, cover'd with an antick face.

To fleer and fcorn at our folemnity?

Now, by the flock and honour of my kin.

To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. [fo?

Cap . Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore ftorm you
TrB, Uncle, this is a Mountagucy our foe;

A villain, that is hither come in fpite.

To fcorn at our folemnity this night.

Cap, Young Romeo is't?

STrjs. 'Tis he, that villain Romeo*

Cap, Content thee, gentle coz', let him alone,

'A bears him like a portly gentleman;

And, to fay truth, Verona brags of him,

To be a virtuous and vvell-govern'd youth:

I would not for the wealth of all this town.

Here in my houfe, do him difparagement: ^

Therefore be patient, take no note of him,

It is my will ; the which if thou refped.

Shew a fair presence, and put off these frowns.

An ill-befeeming femblance for a feall.

Tyb, It fits, when fuch a villain is a gueft;

I'll not endure him.

Cap, He fhall be endur'd;

What, goodman boy! I fay, he fhall: Go to;

Am I the mafler here, or yo\i ? go to.

You'll not endure him!~God ftiall mend my foul

—

You'll make a mutiny among my gueils!

You will fet cock-a-hoop ! you'll be the man I

9lr£. Why, uncle, 'tis a fiiame:

Cap. Go to, go to.
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You are a faucy boy :»-.Ts't fo, indeed?

This trick may chance to fcathe you ; I know what.

You muft contrary me! marry, 'tis time

—

Well faid, my hearts: You are a princox; go:

Be quiet, or More light, more light, for lhame!-«,

I'll make you quiet; What!^ Chearly, my hearts.

Ttb. Patience perforce, with wilful choler meetings

Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting.

I will withdraw: but this intrusion fhall,

Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit.

[Dance ends, Juliet retires to her Seat,

Rom, If I prophane with my unworthy hand
[draiving up to hevy and taking her Hand*

This holy fhrine, the gentle fine is this
—

My lips, two bluftiing pilgrims, ready ftand

To fmooth that rough touch with a tender kifs.

Jul. Goodpilgrim,youdowrongyourhandtoomuch,
Which mannerly devotion Ihews in this;

For faints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch,

And palm to palm is holy palmers' kifs.

Rom, Have not faints lips, and holy palmers too?

Jul, Ay, pilgrim, lips that they mull use in prayer.

Rom, O then, dear faint, let lips do what hands do;

They pray, grant thou, left faith turn to defpair.

Jul . Saints do not move, tho' grant for prayers' fake.

Rom, Then move not while my prayer's effe6l I take.

Thus"|~from my lips, by yours, my fin is purg'd.

Jul, Then have my lips the fin that they have took.

Rom, Sin from my lips ? O trefpafs fweetly urg'd !

Give me my kifs again. [^{^'^^ again,

Jul. You kifs by the book.

iV«r. Madam, your mother craves a word with you.

14 fiHne
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j^oM» What IS lier mother?

Nur. Marry, batchelor,

Her mother is the lady of the houfe,

And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous:

I nurPd her daughter, that you talked withal;

1 tell you— he, that can lay hold of her.

Shall have the chink.

Rom. Is (he a Cafulet?

0 dear account! my life is my foe's debt.

Bei^, Away, begone; the Iport is at the belt.

Rom. Ay, fo I fear; the more is my unreft.

Caf, Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone;
We have a trifling foolifli banquet towards.

\MaJkers excuse tbemfelves uo'ith a Bovum

Is it e'en fo? Why, then I thank you all;

1 thank you, honeft gentlemen; good night:

More torches here! Come on, then let's to bed.

Ah, firrah, \to his Cousin^ by my fay, it waxes late;

I'll to my reft. [^Company retire.

Jul. Come hither, nurfe: What is yon' gentleman r

Nur, The fon and heir of old Tiherio.

Jul, What's he, that now is going out of door?
Nur, Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio,

Jul. What's he, that follows there, that would not

Nur, I know not. [dance?

Jul, Go, afk his name: if he be married.

My grave is Kke to be my wedding bed.

Nur, His name is Romeo, and a Mountague %

The only fon of your great enemy.
Jul. My only love fprung from my only hate!

Too early feen unknown, and known too late!

Prodigious birth of love it is to me.

7 chinks
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That I muft love a loathed enemy.
Nur» What's tliis ? what thisr

^VL, A rime I learnt even now
Of one I danc'd withal. \One calls nioiihiH,

Nur. Anoii, anon:
Come, let's away; the Grangers are all gone. [Exeunt.

Enter Chorus,

Now old desire doth on his death-bed He,

and young alFedion gapes to be his heir;

that fair, for which love groan'd fore, and woald die,

with ttnditx Julkt match'd, is now not fair:

Now RomcQ is belov'd, and loves again,

alike bewitched by the charm ot looks;

yet to his foe fuppos'd he mull complain,

and fhe Ileal love's fweet bait from fearful hooks*

Being held a foe, he may not have accefs

to breath fuch vows as lovers use to fwear

;

and Ihe as much in love, her means much lefs

to meet her new- beloved any where:

but paffion lends them power, time means to meet,

tempting extremities with extream fweet,

[Exit4

SCENE III. Wallo/C^^\xkt'sGanlen.

Enter Romeo.
Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here ?

Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.

[leaps the Walti

Enter Benvolio, M|:rcut i o.

Btu, Romeo! why, cousin Rofneo!

10 io gron'd for and 1* my
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MtK. He IS wise;

And, on my life, hath ftoln him home to bed.

Ben. He ran this way^ and leapt this orchard wall:

Call, good Mercutio.

Mer. Nay, PlI conjure too.

^^?;w^<7/ humours! madman! pallion! lover!

Appear thou in the likenefs of a figh.

Speak but one rime, and I am fatiffy'd;

Cry but—Ay me, couple but—love and dove;

Speak to my goffip Fenus one fair word.

One nick-name for her purblind fon and heir^

Young Abraham Cupidy he that fhot fo true

When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid.

_

He heareth not, he llirreth not^ he moveth not

5

The ape is dead, and I muft conjure him.-«

I conjure thee by Rosaline bright eyes.

By her high forehead, and her fcarlet lip,

Ly her fine foot, ftrait leg, and quivering thigh,

And the demefnes that there adjacent lie.

That in thy likenefs thou appear to us.

Ben, An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
Mer, This cannot anger him: 'twould anger hinl

To raise a fpirit in his miftrefs* circle

Of feme rtrange nature, letting it there ftand

*Till (he had lay'd it, and conjur'd it down;
That were fome fpite; my invocation

Is fair and honeft, in his miftieG* name
J conjure only but to raise up him.

Ben, Come, he hath hid himfelf among those trees.

To be conforted with the humorous night:

Blind is his love, and bell befits the dark.

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.

9 Couply

Vol. Xrf €



Romeo ^r//^ Jufief*

Now wfll he fit under a medlar tree,

And wifh his miftrefs were fuch kind of fruit.

As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone:-*

Ah, Rcmeo, that fhe were, ah, that (he were
An open , and thou a poperin pear!

Romeoy good night:— I'll to my truckle-bed

j

This field-bed is too cold for me to ileep

:

Come, ihall we go ?

Ben, Go then; for 'tis in vain

To feek him here, that means not to he found. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. The Garden.

Enter Romeo,
Rom, He jells at fears, that never felt a wound.

Enter Juliet, ab^'ve,

But, foft! what light through yonder window breaks?

It is the eafl, and Juliet is the fun:

Arise, fair fun, and krll the envious moon,
Who is already fick and pale with grief.

That thou her maid art far more fair than Ihe}

Be not her mai-d, fince ihe is envious;

Her vellal livery is but 15ck and green,

And none but fools do wear it, call it ofF.^
It is my lady; o, it is my love;

O, that flie knew flie were!

She fpeaks, yet fhe f^iys: nothing; What of that?

Her eye difcourfes, I will anfwer it.

1 am too bold, ^tis not to me fhe fpeaks:

Two of the fairefl ilars in all the heaven.

Having fome businefs, do entreat her eyes

To twinkle in their fpheres 'till they return.

V/hat if her eyes were there, they in her head?

a were iHat kmd
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The brlghtnefs of her cheek would (hame those (lars

As day-light doth a lamp; her eye in heaven

Would through the airy region llream fo bright.

That birds would fing, and think it were not nighto

See, how ftie leans her cheek upon her hand;
O, that I were a glove upon that hand.

That I might touch that cheek !

Jul, Ay me!
Rom, She fpeaksr-^

O, fpeak again, bright angel; for thou art

As glorious to this fight, being o'er my head.

As is a winged meffenger of heaven

Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him,

When he beftrides the lazy pacing clouds.

And fails upon the bosom of the air.

yiTL. O Romeo f RomeOy wherefore art thou Ro?neoT

Deny thy father, and refuse thy name:
Or, if thou wilt not, be but fworn my love.

And Pll no longer be a Capulet.

Rou, Shall I hear more, or fhall I fpeak at this?

Jvl. 'Tis but thy name, that is my enemy;
Thou art not thyfelf fo, though a Mouniague.

What's Mountague? it is nor hand, nor foot.

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part:

What's in a name? that which we call a rose.

By any other name would fmell as fweet;.

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo calTd,

Retain that dear perfeftion which he owes.

Without that title: Romeo, dofl'thy name;
And for that name, which is no part of thee^

Take all myfelf.

jjight though not a
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Rom. I take thee at thy word

:

[raising his Voicey and/honking himfiJf.

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptizM;

Henceforth I never will be Romeo. [night ;

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus befcreen'd in ,

So ftumbrft on my counfel?

Rou, By a name
I know not how to tell thee who I am

:

My name, dear faint, is hateful to myfelf.

Because it is an enemy to thee;

Had I it written, I would tear the word.

Jul, My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words
Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the found;

Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague?

Rom, Neither, fair faint, if either thee diflike.

Jul . How cam'ft thou hither,tell me ? and wherefore ?

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb;

-And the place death, confidering who thou art,

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. [walls

;

Rom, With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these

For llony limits cannot hold love out:

And what love can do, that dares love attempt;

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

Jul, Jf they do fee thee, they will murther thee.

Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye.

Than twenty of their fvvords; look thou but fweet.

And I am proof againft their enmity.

Jul. I would not for the world, they favv thee here,

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their fighc;

And, but thou love me, let them find me here;

My life were better ended by their hate.

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love*
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Jul . By whose dire«5Vion found'ft thou out this place }

Rom. By love, who firft did prompt me to enquire;

He lent me counfel, and I lent him eyes,

I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far

As that vaft ihore waftiM with the farthefl Tea,

I would adventure for fuch merchandise.

Jul, Thou know'ft, the mafk of night is on my face;

Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheek.

For that which thou haft heard me fpeak to-night*

Fain would I dwell on form, fain fain deny
What I have fpoke; But farewel compliment!
Doft thou love me? I know, thou wilt lay—Ay;
And I will take thy word: yet, if thou fwear'ft.

Thou may 'ft prove falfe ; at lovers' perjuries.

They fay, Jo^e laughs. O gentle Romeo,

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully:

Or if thou think'ft I am too quickly won,
I'll frown, and be perverfe, and fay thee nay.

So thou wilt woo; but, elfe, not for the world.

In truth, fair Mountague, I am too fond

;

And therefore thou may'ft think my 'haviour light:

But truft me, gentleman, I'll prove more true

Than those that have more cunning to be ftrange.

I fhouid have been more ftrange, I muft confefs.

But that thou over hear'dft, e'er I was ware.

My true love's palTion: therefore pardon me;
And not impute this yielding to light love.

Which the dark night hath f'o difcovcred.

Rom. Lady, by yonder blefted moon I vow.
That tips with filver all these fruit-tree tops,

—

Jul . O, fvvear not by the moon, the inconftant moon
That monthly changes in her circl'd orb,

C3
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Lell that thy love prove likewise variable*

Rom, What lhall I fwear by ?

Jul . Do not fwear at all

;

Or, if thou wilt, fwear by thy gracious felf,

Which is the god of my idolatry,

And I'll believe thee.

JRoM, if my heart's dear love—
Jul, Well, do not fwear; although I joy In thee,

I have no joy of this contraft to-night:

It is too rafh, too unadvis'd, too fudden;

Too like the lightning, which doth ceafe to be.

Ere one can fay— It lightens. Sweet, good night!

This bud of love, by fummer's rip'ning breath.

May prove a btauteous flower when next we meet.

<Good night, good night! as fweet repose and reft

Come to thy heart, as that within my breaft!

J^oM, O, wilt thou leave me fo unlatiffy'd?

yuL, What fatiffa(5tion canft thou have to-night?

Rom. Theexchangeofthy love'sfaithfulvowformine,

Jul, I gave thee mine before thou didll requeft it:

-And yet I would it were to give again. [love?

Rom. V/ouId'ft thou withdraw it? for what purpose^

Jul, But to be frank, and give it thee again.
'

And yet I wifh but for the thing I have:

My bounty is as boundiefs as the fea,

My love as deep; the more i give to thee,

Tiie more [ have, for both are infinite,

i hear fome noise within; Dear love, adieu!—
[A'ur/e calls within*

Ar.cn, good nurfe: Sweet,Mou^i^ngue, be true.

Stay but a little, 1 will come again. [^^ih
RijM. O blefied bkficd night! I am ^feard,
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Being" in night, all this is but a dream.

Too nattering- fweet to be fubftantial.

Re-enter ]v\.i^T, abe^e. [deed*

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night in-

If that thy bent of love be honourable,

Thy purpose marriage, fend me word to-morrow.

By one that I'll procure to come to thee,

Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite.

And all my fortanes at thy foot I'll lay.

And follow thee my lord throughout the world

:

Nur. [fwithin.1 Madam!
Jul. I come anon:— But if thou mean'ft not well,

I do befeech thee,

—

Nur. [ivitki».] Madam!
Jul, By and by I come:

To ceafe thy fuit, and leave m-e to my grief:

To-morrow will I fend.

Rom. So thrive my foul,

—

Jul. a thousand times good night! [Exito

Rom. a thousand times the worfe,to want (thy light.

Love goes toward love, as fchool-boys from their books;

[retires Jlo=w/j

,

But love from love, towards fchool with heavy looks.

Enter Juliet again, abo^e.

Jut. Hift, Ron^eo, hi£!-_0, for a faulc'ner's voice o

To lure this taiTel-gentie back again!

Bondage is Iioarfe, and may not fpeak aloud;

Elfe would I tear the cave where echo lies,

And make her airy tongue njorjs ho^rfe th^n mine
With repetition of my Rome^.

Rou- It is o^y fowl, that calls upon my namr:
[rrturns to the J^'in^oiVp

c +
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How filver-fweet found lovsrs' tongues by night}

Like fofteft musick to attending ears.

Jul, Romeo!

Rom. My fweet?

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow
Shall I fend to thee ?

Rom. At the hour of nine.

Jul, I will not fail; 'tis twenty years 'till then^

I have forgot why I did call thee back.

Rom, Let me frand here 'till thou remember it.

Jul, I fhall forget Hill, to have thee Hand there,

Rememb'ring how I love thy company.
Rom, And I'll Hill Hay, to have thee Hill forget.

Forgetting any other home but this.

Jul, 'Tis almoH morning, I would have thee gone;
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird;

"Who lets it hop a little from her hand,

Like a poor prisoner in his twifled gyves,

And with a filk thread plucks it back again,

So loving-jealous of his liberty.

Rom, I would, 1 were thy bird.

Jul, Sweet, fo vvould I;

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing.

Good night, good night! parting is fuch fweet forrow.

That I fhall fay—good night, 'till it be morrow. [Exi^.

Rom, Sleepdwell upon thineeyes,peace in thy breail!.^

'Would I were fleep and peace, fo fweet to reil!

Hence will I to my ghoflly father's cellj

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. \^Exif,

SCENE V. fields near a Consent,

<^ Enter Friar Lawrence, woith a BaJkeU

J I forget, to have thee flill Han^
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Fri. The grey- ey'd morn fmlles on thefrowningmght.

Checkering (the eaftern clouds with ftreaks of light

;

And flecker'd darknefs like a drunkard reels

From forth day's path -way, made by Tuans wheels:

Now ere the fun advance his burning eye,

The day to chear, and night's dank dew to dry,

I muft up-fill this osier cage of ours

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers.

The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb;

What is her burying grave, that is her womb

;

And from her womb children of divers kind

We fucking on her natural bosom find

;

Many for many virtues excellent.

None but for fome, and yet all different.

O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies

In herbs, plants, ftones, and their true qualities:

For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live.

But to the earth fome fpecial good doth give

;

Nor ought fo good, but, ftrain'd from that fair ufe.

Revolts from true birth, Humbling on abufe:

Virtue itfelf turns vice, being mif-apply'd;

And vice fometime's by adion dignify'd.

Within the infant rind of this"ffrnall flower

Poison hath residence, and med'cine power:
For this, being fmelt, with that part chears each part;

Being tailed, flays all fcnfes with the heart.

Two fuch opposed kings encamp them ftill

In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will;

And, where the vvorfcr is predominant,

t'ull foon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.
flo^u Gcod morrow, father.

3 fieckel(}
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Fri, Benedicite!

What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me?-^
Young Ton, it argues a diftemper'd head.

So foon to bid good morrow to thy bed

:

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye.

And where care lodges, fleep will never lie

;

But where unbruised youth with unftuft brain

Doth couch his limbs, there golden fleep doth reign t

Therefore thy earlinefs doth me aflure.

Thou art uprouz'd by fome diftempVature;

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right^
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.

i?ojv/. That lall is true, the fweeter reft was mine*

Fri, God pardon fin! waft thou v/ith Rosalim

P

RoM» With Rosaline^ my ghoftly father? no;

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. [then ?

Fri, That's my good fon : But where haft thou been
Rom, ril tell thee, ere thou alk it me again.

I have been feafting with mine enemy

;

Where, on a fudden, one hath wounded me.
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies

Within thy help and holy phyfick lies

:

1 bear no hatred, ble/Ted man; for, lo.

My interceffion lijcewise fteads my foe.

Fri, Be plain, good fon, and homely in thy drift;

Riddling confeftion finds but riddling fhrift.

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is fet

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet:

As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine ;

And all combin'd, fave what thou muft combine
By holy marriage: When, and where, and how.

We met, we woo'd^, and made exchange of vow.
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I'll tell thee as we pafs ; but this I pray.

That thou confent to marry us to-day.

Fri. Holy faint Francis! what a change is here!

Is Rosaliney whom thou didft love fo dear.

So foon forfaken ? young men's love then lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

jfesu Maria! what a deal pf brine

Hath wafti'd thy fallow cheeks for Rosaline!

How much fait water thrown away in wafte.

To feason love, that of it doth not tafte I

The fun not yet thy fighs from heaven clears.

Thy old groans yet ring in my ancient ears;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the ftain doth fit

Of an old tear, that is not wafh'd oJF yet

:

If e'er thou waft thyfelf, and these woes thine.

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline

i

And art thou chang'd? pronounce this fentence then"*^

Women may fall, when there's no ftrength in mea.
Rom, Thou chid'ft me oft for loving Rosaline,

Fri, For doating, not for loving, pupil mine.

Rom. And bad'ft me bury love.

Fri, Not in a grave.

To lay one in, another out to have,

Rom. I pray thee, chide not: Ihe, whom I love now.
Doth grace fof grace, and love for love allows

The other did not fo.

Fri. Q, fhe knew well^

Thy love did read by rote, and could not fpell.

But come, young waverer, come go with me,
\n one refpe6t Til thy affiftant be;

for this alliance may fo happy prove,

'fo turn your houQiolds' rancour to pure lovc»
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Rom, O, let ns hence; I ftand on fudden hafle.'

Fri. Wisely, and flow ; They Humble, that run faft.

^
[Exeunt^

ACT IIL
SCENE 1. J Street.

Enter Benvolio, Mercutio.

WIek. WCoty where the devil fhould this Romeo be!^
Came he ROt home to night?

Bei^ . Not to his father's;

I fpoke with his man. [Rosaline,

Mer, Ay, that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that

Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad.
Ben, 7ybalt, the kinsman of old Capulety

Hath fent a letter to his father's houfe.

Mer, a challenge, on my life.

Ben , Romeo will anfwer it.

Mer, Any man, that can write, may anfwer a letter.

Ben. Nay, he will anfwer the letter's mailer, how he

dares, being dared.

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! ftab'd

wkh a white wench's black eye, Ihot thorough the ear

with a love-fong, the very pin of his heart cleft with

the blind bow-boy's but-fhaft; And is he a man to en-

counter Tybalt t

Ben, Why, what is Tybalt P

Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O, he

is the courageous captain of compliments: he fights as

you fmg prick-fong, keeps time, diftance, and propor-

tion i he Ktb his manum, one, two, and the third in your
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bosom : the very butcher of a filk button, n' duelill, a

duelilt; a gentleman of the very fiHl houfe of the firit

and fecond cause : Ah, the immortal pafTado ! the puoito

reverfo! the— hay!
Ben. The what?

Mer. The pox of fuch antick, Jifplng, afFedlng fan-

tafticoes; these new tuners of accents!— Jesu, a<very

goad blade', a 'very tall man\ a ^ery good njohore: Why,
is not this a lamentable thing, grandfire, that we fhould

be thus afflidled with these Itrange flies, these fafhion-

jnongers, these"" Pardon-me's ; who ftand fo much on the

new form, that they cannot fit at ease on the old bench?

0 their bones, their bones

!

Enter Romeo, at a Dijlanee,

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo,

Mer, Without his roe, like a dry'd herring :__0 flefli,

flefti, how art thou iifliify'd! _Now is he for the nam^
bers tha£ Petrarch flow'd in; Laura, to his lady, was a

kitchin-wcnch ; ""marry, fhe had a better love to berime

her: Dido, a dowdy; Cleopatra, a gipfy; Helen and Hero,

hildings and harlots; Thisbe, a grey eye or fo, but not

to the purpose Signior Romeo, bonjour! there's a French

falutation to your French flop. You gave us the counter-

feit fairly lafl: night.

Rom, Good morrow toyouboth. V/hat counterfeit did

1 give you ?

Mer, The flip, fir, the flip; Can you not conceive?

Rou, Pardon, ^oo^Mercutio,my businefs was great;

and, in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may Itrain courtefy.

Mer, That's as much as to fiiy—fuch a cafe asyouri
conllrains a man to bow in the hams.

Rou, Meaning— to curt'fy.

6 ajitl(iue
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Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it.

Rom. a moft courteous exposition.

Mer, Nay, I am the very pink of courtefy.

• Rok. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered.

Mer. Well faid: follow me this jeft now, 'till thoii

haft worn out thy purtip ; that, when the fingle fole of
it is wortt, the jeft may remain, after the wearing, folc-

iingular.

Rom. O fingle-fol*d jeft, folely Angular for the fin^

glenefs I

Mer. Come between us, good BeTfvolio; my wit faints*

Rom. Switch and fpurs, fwitch and {pvits; fori cry 2
match,

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goofe chafe, I

have done; for thou haft more of the wild-goofe in one

of thy wits, than, [ am fure, I have in my whole five 5

Was I with you there for the goofe ?

Rom. Thou waft never with rne for any thing, when
thou waft not there for the goofe.,

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jeft.

Rom. Nay, good goofe, bite not.

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter fweeiing ; it is a moft

fliarp fauce.

Rom. And is it not well ferv'd in to a fweet goofe

r

Mer, O, here's a wit of cheveril! that ftretches from

an inch narrow to an ell bi-oad,

Rom. 1 ftretch it out for that wOrd—broad ; which, ad-

dcd to the goofe, proves thee far and wide a broad

goofe.

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning for

U or lie
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love? now art tTvou fociable, now art thou Romeo'y now
art thou what thou art, by art as welJ as by nature: for

this driveling love is like a great natural, that runs lol-

ling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole.

Ben, Stop there, ftop there.

Mer, Thoudesireft me to ftopin my tale againfi: the

hair.

Ben. Thou woold'ft elfe have made thy tale large.

Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made it

fhort: for I was come to the whole depth of my tale;

and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument no longer.

Rom. Here's goodly geer!

Enter Nurfe, aJtd her Man.
Mer. a fail, a fail, a fail!

Ben. Two, two; a fhirt, and a fmock.

Nur. Peter!

Man, Anon?
Nur, My fan, Peter.

Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her face; for her fau^a

the fairer of the two.

Nur. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.

Mer, God ye good den, fair gentlewoman.
Nur, Is it good den ?

Mer, 'Tis no lefs, I tell you; for the bawdy hand of
the dial is now upon the prick of noon.

N^ur, Out upon you! what a man are you?

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made him-
felf to mar.

A'ur. By my troth, it is well faid;-__For himfelf to

mar, quoth 'a Gentlemen, can any of you tell rac

where i may find the young RomeoP
Rom. I can te)) you; but young Romeo will be older
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when you have found him, than he was when yot^

fought him; \ am the youngeft of that name, for faul-:;

of a vvorfe*

Nur, You fay well.

Mer. Yea, is the worft well? very well took, i'faith

;

wisely, wisely

Jsur, If you be he, fir, I desire fome confidence with

you. \taktng him afide.

Ben. She will indite him to fupper.

Mer. a bawd, a bawd, a bawd; So hoS

Rom, What haft thou found?

Mer, No hare, fir; unlefs a hare, fir, in alenten pye,

that is fomething ftale and hoar ere it be fpent:—
jin eld hare hoar, [fa^^^Z"
and an old hare hoar^

is 'very gccd meat in lent

:

hut a hare that is hear

is too muchfor a /core,

fyuhen it hoars ere it befpent.^

Romeoy will you come to your father's? we'll to dinnCi?

thither.

Rom, T will follow you.

Mer, Farewel, ancient lady; farewel, lady, lady, la-

dy- [Exeunt Mer. and^E^,
Nur, I pray you, fir, what laucy merchant was this,

that was fo full of his ropery?

Rom, a gentleman, nurie, that loves to hear himfelf

talk; and will fpeak more in a minute, than he vviM

Hand to in a manth.

JS'ur, An 'a Ipeak any thing againfl me, I'll take him
down, an 'a were lullier than he is, and twenty fuc^

Jacks; and if 1 can not, I'll find those that lhall. Scurvy
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knave! I am none of his flirt-gills; I am none of his

fkaines-mates:— And thou muft (land by too, and fufter

every knave to use me at his pleasure.

Man. I faw no m^n Use you at his pleasure; if I had,

my weapon (hould quickly have been out, I warrant you:
J dare draw as foon as another man, if 1 fee occasion iii

a good quarrel, and the law on my fide.

Nur. Now, afore God, I am fo vext, that every part

about me quivers. Scurvy knave! Pray you, fir, a word:
and as I told you, my young lady bad me enquire you
out; what (he bad me fay, [ will keep to myfelf. But
firft let me tell ye, if ye fhould lead her into a fool's pa-
radife, as they fay, it were a very grofd kind of beha-
viour, as they fay: for the gentlewoman is young; and,

therefore, if you fiiould deal double with her, truly, it

were an ill thing to be ofFer'd to any gentlewohran, and
very weak dealing.

Rom, Nurfe, commend me to thy lady and miilrefs.

I proteft unto thee,

—

Nur, Good heart, and, i'faith,jl will tell her as much:
Lord, lord, fhe will be a joyful woman. [mark me.
Rom, What wilt thou tell her, nurfe? thou doll not

Nur. I will tell her, fir,— that you do protell; which^

as 1 take it, is a gentleman -like offer.

Rom, Bid her devise fome means to come to ihrifc

This afterfloon;

And there flie fliall at friar Lawe^ice cell

Be fiiriv'd, and marry'd. Here=]=is for thy pains.

Nur. No, truly, fir; not a penny.

Rom, Go to; I fay, you (hall.

Nur. This afternoon, fir? well, fhe fliall be there,

Rom, And Itay, good nurfc, behind the abbey wall:

Vol. X.
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Within this hour my man fliall be with thee;

And bring thee cords made like a tackPd ftair^

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy

Muft be my convoy in the feeret night.

Farewell"- Be trufty, and Til quite thy pains;

Farewell*"*Commend me to thy miftrefs.

iVW. Now God in heaven blefs thee ! «_Hark you, fir.

\cailing hi?n back.

RoM» What fay'ft thou, my dear nurfe?

Nur. Is your man feeret? Did you ne'er hear fay"-"

Two may keep counfel, putting one away?
RoM> I warrant thee; my man's as true as Heel.

Nur, Well, fir; my m.iftrefs is the fvveeteft lady^
Lord, lord!—when 'twas a little prating thing,-"0.

There is a nobleman in town, one Parisy

That would fain lay knife aboard; but fhe, good fouli

Had as lieve fee a toad, a very toad.

As fee him : I lU) anger her fometimes,

And tell her that Paris is the properer man

;

JBut, Pll warrant you, when I fay fo, fhe looks

As pale as any cls)ut i' the 'verfal world.

Doth not rosemary and Romeo begin

Both with a letter?

Rom. Ay, nurfe; What of that?

Both with an R.
Nur, Ah, mocker! that's the dogVname^

R for thee? no; I know, it begins with

Some other letter: and fhe hath the prettiefl

Sententious of it, of you and rosemary,

'Twould do you good to hear it.

Rom, Commend me to thy lady. \^Ei{it,

Nur, Ay, a thousand iixncs,^ Peter/

*7 R is for the no^
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Man. Anon?
Nur, Before

;

And lx2al& apace.

SCENE II. Q^^M\ci's Garden.

Enter JvLiET,
Jul. Theclockllrook nine,when Idid fend the nurfei

In half an hour (he pron:iis'd to return.

Perchance, (he cannot meet him: that's not fo.

O, fhe is lame! love's heralds (hould be thoughts.

Which ten times fafler glide than the fan's beams^

Driving back fhadows over lowring hills:

t herefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love.

And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings.

Now is the fun upon the highmoil hill

Of this day's journey; and from nine 'till twelve

Is three long hours, yet fhe is not come:
Had fhe afredions, and warm youthful blood.

She'd be as fvvift in motion as a ball

;

My words would bandy her to my fweet love.

And his to me

:

But old folks, many fain a:s they were dead;

Unwieldy, flow, heavy and pale as lead.

Enter Nurfe, and her Man,
O God, (lie comes! O honey nurfe, what news?
Hall thou met with iiim ? Send thy man away.

Nur, Peter, Hay at the gate. [Exit Man,

Jul. Now, good fweet nurfe,— O lord, why look'i!

thou fad?

Though news be fad, yet tell them merrily;

If good, thou lham'll the musick oF fweet news
By plaviiig it to me with fo four a face.

47

[Exeunt.

* > glides
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iV"//r. I am aweary, give me leave a while;

Fie, how my bones ake! What a jaunt have I hadf

Jut* I would, thou hadft my bones, and I thy news:
Nay, come, I pray thee, fpeak; good good nurfe, fpeak.

i<Jur, Jesuy what hafte? can you not ftay a while?

Do you not fee, that I am out of breath ?

Jul, Howart thou outof breath,when thouhaftbreath

To fay to me— that thou art out of breath?

The excufe, that thou doft make in this delay.

Is longer than the tale thou doft excuse.

Is thy news good, or bad? anfwer to that;

Say either, and Til flay the circumftance

:

Let me be fatiffy'd ; Is't good, or bad ? [not

Nur. Well, you have made a fimple choice ; you know
How to choose a man: Romeo! no, not he;

Though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg

Excels all men's; and for a hand, and a foot,

>\nd a body,-^ though they be not to be talk'd on,

Yet they are paft compare:

He is not the flower of courtefy, but, I'll Vv^arrant him.
As gentle as a lamb. Go thy ways, wench; ferve God:
What, have you din'd at home?

Jul. No, no: But all this did I know before

;

What fays he of our marriage? what of that?

Nur. Lord, how my head akes ! what a head have 1!

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

My back o' t'other fide,—"O, my back, my back!^
Bedirew your heart, for fending me about.

To catch my death with jaunting up and down!

Jul. V faith, I am forry that thou art not well:

Sweet, fweet, fweet nurfe, tell me, what fays my love?

Nur, Your loVe fays like an honefl gentleman,
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And a courteous, and a kind, and a handfoine, and, I war-

A virtuous: Where's your mother? [rant,

Jul. "^here is my mother? why, Oie Is within;

Where fliould Ihe be? How oddly thou reply'it;

Tour lovefays like an hoiieji gentlemariy
'

Where isyour mother?

Nur, O god's lady dear

!

Are you fo hot? Marry, come up, T trow;

Is this the poultice for my aking bones?

Henceforward do your meffages yourfelf.

Jul. 'Here's fuch a coil ;__Come, what fays 'Romeo?

Nur. Have you got leave to go to flirift to-day ?

Jul. I have.

"Nur, Then hie you hence to friar Lawurence"* cell.

There ftays a husband to make you a wife:

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks,

They'll be in fcarlet ftraight at any news.

Hie you to church; I muft another way.

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love

Muft climb a bird's neft foon, when it is dark:

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight;

But you fhall bear the burthen foon at night.

Go, I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell.

Jul, Hie to high fortune; »«honeft nurfe, farevvel.

[^ExeuJit^ Jhverally,

SCENE III. Friar Lawrence'/ Cell.

Enter Romeo, and Friar Lawrence.
Fri. So fmile the heavens upon this holy a^^^.

That after hours with forrow chide us not!

Rom. Amen, amen! but come what forrow can,

it cannot countervail the exchange ofjoy

03
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Tbat one fliort minute gives me in her figlit:

Do thou but close our hands with ho'y words.

Then love-devouring death do what he dare.

It is enough I may but call her mine.

/>/. 1 hese violent delights have violent ends.

And in their triumph die; like fire and powder,

XVhich, as they kifs, confume: The fweetell hgney
Is ]oathff)me in his own delicioufnefs,

And in the tafte confounds the appetite:

Therefore, love moderately; long love doth foj

Too fvvift arrives as tardy as too flow.

Enter Juliet.
Her; comes the lady; O, fo light a foot

Will ne'er wear out the everlafting flint;

A lover may beftride the golTamour,

That idles in the wanton fummer air.

And yet net fall; fo light is vanity.

Jul* Good even to my ghoilly confellbr,

Fri, Romeo fhall thank thee, daughter, for us both.

^VL, As much to him, elfe is his thanks too much*
Rom. Ah, 'Juliet, if the measure of thy joy

Ee heap'd like min'Ct and that thy fkill be more
To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath

This neighbour air, ;;nd let rich musick's tongue

Unfold the imagined happinefs that both

Receive in either by this dear encounter.

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words.

Brags of his fubilance, not of ornament:

They are but beggars, that can count their worth;

Eut my true love is grown to fucli excefs,

1 cannot fum up half my fam of wealth. [work;

Fri, Come, come v»ith me, and we will make fliort

15 gcfniinours, 3^ fum of halfe my
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For, by your leaves, you fhall not flay alone,

'Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunf.

SCENE IV. ApuhlickPlace.

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page^

and Servants.

Ben, I pray thee, good Mercutio^ let's retire;

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad.

And, if we meet, we fliall not fcape a brawl;

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood ftirring.

Mer, Thou art like one of those fellows, that, whea
he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his fword

upon the table, and fays, Godfend me no need of thee! and,

by the operation of the fecond cup, draws it on the

drawer, when indeed there is no need.

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow?

Mek. Come, come, thou art as \ioX.2iJack in thy mood
as any in Italy^ and as foon moved to be moody, and as

foon moody to be mov'd.

Ben, And what to?

Mer. Nay, an there were two fuch, we fhould have

ftone fhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why,
thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or

a hair lefs, in his beard, than thou haft: thoia wilt quar-

rel with a man for cracking nuts, having no other rea-

son but because thou haft hazel eyes; What eye, but

fuch an eye, could fpy out fuch a quarrel? thy head is

as full of quarrels, as an egg is full of meat; and yet thy

head hath been beaten as addle as an egg, for quarrel-

ing: thou haft quarrel'd with a man for coughing in the

llrcet, because he hath waken'd thy dog that hath lain

aQcep in the fun : Did'ft thou not fall out with a taylor^

D4



Romeo at!^ Juliet.

for wearing his new doublet before eader? with ano-

ther, for tying his new fhoes with old ribband? and yet

thou wilt tutor me for quarreling!

Ben. An I were fo apt to quarrel as thou art, any
man fhould buy the fee-fimple of my life fqr an hour
and a quarter.

Mer, The fee-fimple? o fimple!

Enter Tybalt, and Others,

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets.

Mer. By my heel, 1 care not.

Ttb, Follow me clofe, for I will fpeak to them.^
Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you.

Mer. And but one word with one of us? couple it

with fomething; make it a word, and a blow.

Ttb. You fhall iind me apt enough to that, fir, an
you will give me occasion.

Mer. Could you not take fome occasion without

giving ?

Ttb, Me-rcntioy thou confort'il v^ith Rcmeo,—
Mer. Confort! v^hat, doll thou make us minftrels ? an

thou make minltrels of us, look to hear nothing but dif-

cords: here's my"j~fiddle-iMck; here's that fhall make
you dance. 'Zounds, confort 1

Ben. We talk here in the publick haunt of men:
Either withdrav/ unto fome private place.

And reason coldly of vour grievances,

pr elfe depart ; here all eyes gaze on us,

Mer. Men's eyes were made tolook,andIet themgazej

I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I»

Enter KoMEO.
TrB- Well,peacebe with you, fir; here comes my man.
Mer* Bat Til be hang'd, fir, if he wear your livery;

a? Or reafon
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Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower;

your vvorfhip, in that fenfe, may call him— man.

T'yb. Romeoy the hate I bear thee can afford

No better term than this— Thou art a villain.

Rom. Tyhalty the reason I have to love thee

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage

To fuch a greeting: Villain am I none;

Therefore, farewel; I fee, thou know'ft me not.

Tyb. Boy, this fhall not excuse the injuries

That thou hall done me; therefore turn, and draw#

Rom, I do protefl, I never injur'd thee;

But love thee better than thou canft devise,

'Till thou flialt know the reason of my love:

And fo, good Capulet^— which name I tender

As dearly as my own,— be fatiffy'd.

Mer, O calm, difhonourable, vile fubmiffion!

A la Jioccata carries it away. ^draius*

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, ComCt will you walk?
TrB, What would'fl thou have with me ?

Mer, Good king of cats, nothing, but one of your

nine lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as you
fhall use me hereafter, dry-beat the reft of the eight.

Will you pluck your fvvord out of his pilcher by the ears?

make hafte, left mine be about your ears ere it be out.

Ttb. I am for you. [^^raivs too.

Rom, Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

Mer. Come, fir, your pafTado. \_th^y fig^i*

Rom, Draw, Ben^oUo; [Jra^ivs, and runs between*

Beat down their weapons: Gentlemen, for lhame
f'orbear this outrage;— Tybalt—Mercutio^

[ ftrvuing to part them*

fhe prince exprefly hath forbid this bandying

5 leafon that I 17 Jlucatbo
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In Verona flreets:— hold, Tj^^/f ;~"good Mercuilo.

[Tybalt rounds Mercutio, and Exit»

Mer. I am hurt;—
A plague o' both the houses!— I am fped:-.

Is he gone, and hath nothing ?

Ben. What, art thou hurt?

Mer* Ay,ay,a fcratch, a fcratch; marry, 'tis enough.^
Where is my page?_go, villain, fetch a fvirgeon.

\_Exit Page,

Rom. Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much.
Mer . No, 'tis not fo deep as a well, nor fo wide as ^

church door; but 'tis enough, 'twill ferve: afk for me
to-morrow, and you lhall £nd me a grave man. I am
pepper'd, I warrant, for this world; A plague o' both

your houses! What, a dog, a rat, a moufe, a cat, to

fcratch a man to death! a braggart, a rogue, a villain,

that fights by the book of arithmetick ! _ Why, the

devil, came you between m ? I was hurt under your arm,

RoAU 1 thought all for the beft.

Mer, Help me into fome houfe, Ben'voliot

Or 1 fhall faint.— A plague o'both your houses!

They have made worms' meat of me

:

I ha*t, and foundly too; Your houses!

[Exit, led hy BexVOL 10 and Servants^

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally,

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt

In my behalf; my reputation ftain'd

With TyhaWs (lander, Tybalt that an hour

Kath been my kinsman : _ O fweet Juliet^

Thy beauty hath made me efTeniinate,

And in my temper foften'd valour's fteel.

Re- intn JB f- k v o l i o, haRiJyi *
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B^i^. O Romeoy Romeoy brave Mercutio^s dead;

That gallant fpirit hath afpir'd the clouds,

Which too untimely here did fcorn the earth.

Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth depend;

This but begins the woe, others mull end.

Re-enter Tybalt.
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again*

RoM> Again ? in triumph? and Mercutio flain?

Away to heaven, refpe6live lenity,

And fire-ey'd fury be my condu6l now!—
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again,

That late thou gav'll me ; for Mercutio*% foul

]s but a little way above our heads.

Staying for thine to keep him company;
Either thou, or I, or both, mud go with him,

Tr^. Thou,wretched boy, that didft confort lilmhere,

Shalt with him hence.

Rom. This fhall determine that. \Jight. Tybaltfalls.
Ben. Ro7neoy away, be gone;

The citizens are up, and Tybalt flain:

Stand not amaz'd; the prince will doom thee death,

Jf thou art taken; hence, be gone, away.
Rou. O, I am fortune's fool!

Ben. Why dofl thou ftay ? \Exit Romeo.
Enter Citizens , Officers^ &C.

i.O. Which way ran he, that kill'd Mercutio?

Tybalt y that murtherer, which way ran he?
Ben. There lies that Tybalt.

I.O. Up, fir, go with me;
1 charge thee in the prince's name, obey.

Enter Prince, and Attendants\ MountaguE,
Capulet, their Wives, and Others.

8 He ^an
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FrL Where are the vile begirxners of this fray?

B^^. O noble prince, I can difcover all

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl:

There
"I"

lies the man, flain by young Romeo^

That flew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

L, C. Tybalt^ my cousin ! O my brother's child

O prince !_0 husband!—O, the blood is fpilPd

Of my dear kinsman! Prince, as thou art true.

For blood of ours ftied blood of Mountague.^
O cousin, cousin

!

Pri, BennjoUo^ who began this bloody fray ?

B-Efj. Tybalt ^\i^x^ flain, whom Romeo\ hand did flay;

Romeo that fpoke him fair, bad him bethink

How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal

Your high difpleasure : all this— uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd,""

Could not take truce with the unruly fpleen

Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts

W^ith piercing fl:eel at bold Mercutio^s breafl

;

W^ho, all as hot, turns deadly point to point.

And, with a martial fcorn, with one hand beats

Cold death afide, and with the other fends

It back to Tybalt i whose dexterity

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud,

Hold,friends ! friends, part ! and, fwifter than his tongue.

His agil arm beats down their fatal points,

And 'twixt them rufnes; underneath whose arni

An envious thruft from Tybalt hit the life

Of iiout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled:

But by and by comes back to Romeo,

Who had bat newly entertain'd revenge,

And co't they go like lightning ; for, ere I

7 O Cczeoj husband.
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Could draw to part them, was ftout Tyhah flain;

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly:

This is the truth, or let Ben^olio die.

Z. C. He is a kinsman to the Mountague,

Affedlion makes him falfe, he fpeaks not true;

Some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife.

And all those twenty could but kill one life

:

I beg for juftice, which thou, prince, mull give;

Romeo llew Tybalt ^ Romeo muft not live.

Pri. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio ;

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe?
Mou. Not Romeo f prince, he was Mercutio^ s friend;

His fault concludes but, what the law fliould end.

The life of Tybalt.

Pri, And, for that offence.

Immediately we do exile him hence:

I have an interefl: in your hates' proceeding,

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding;

But I'll amerce you with fo ftrong a fine.

That you fliall all repent the lofs of mine:
I will be' deaf to pleading and excufes;

Nor tears, nor prayers, iliall purchafe out abufes.

Therefore use none : Let Ro?neo hence in hafte,

Elfe, when he's found, that hour is his lad.

Bear hence this body, and attend our will:

Mercy but murders, pard'ning those that kill. [^Exeunt*

" SCENE V. Capulet'i Garden.

'

Enter Juliet.
Jul, Gallop apace, you fiery-footed flecds.

Towards Phoebus'* lodging; fuch a waggoner
As Phaeto72 would whip you to the weit^
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And bring In cloudy night Immediately.—*

Spread thy clofe curtain, love-performing nightj,

That tlje run-away's eyes may wink; and Romeo

Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unfeen.

Lovers can fee to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties: or, if love be blind.

It beft agrees with night Come, civil night.

Thou fober-fuited matron, all in black,

And learn me how to lose a winning match,

Play'd for a pair of ftainlefs maidenheads:

Hood my unman'd blood, baiting in my cheeks.

With thy black mantle; 'till ftrange love, grown bold^

Think true love a£led fimple modeily.

Come, night, Come, Ro7Jieo\ come, thou day in night;

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night

Whiter than new fnow on a raven's back.««

Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-browM night.

Give me my Romeo: and, when he fliali die,

Take him and cut him out in little ftars;

And he will make the face of heaven fo fine,

That all the world fhall be in love with night.

And pay no worfhip to the garifh fun

—

O, I have bought the manfion of a love,

But not possell''d it; and, though I am fold.

Not yet enjoy'd: So tedious is this day.

As is the night before feme feilival

To an impatient child, that hath new robes,

And m.ay not wear them. O, here comes my nurfe,

Enter Nurfe, at a DtJ}a?ice.

And fhe brings news; and every tongue, that fpeaks

'BuiRcmeo'^s name, fpeaks heavenly eloquence.

Now, nurfe, what news r What hall thou there ? the cords^

12 grow
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Tfiat Romeo bid thee fetch ?

Nur, Ay, ay, the cords. [throwing them donxjn^

Jul. Ay me! what news? why doll thou wring thy

hands ?

Nur» Ah vvel-a-day [ he's dead, he's dead, he's dead:^
We are undone, lady, we are undone;""

Alack the day !"-he's gone, he's kiU'd, he's dead.

Jul, Can heaven be fo envious?

Nur. Romeo can.

Though heaven cannot: —.O Romeoy Romeo;^
Who ever would have thought it f-^Romeo/

Jul . What devil art thou, that doft torment me thus?

This torture fhould be roar'd in dismal helL

Hath Romeo flain himfelf ? fay thou but /,

And that bare vowel / lhall poison more
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice

:

I am not I, if there be fuch an /;

Or those eyes fhut, that makes thee anfwer/.
If he be flain, fay—/; or if not, no:
Brief founds determine of my weal, or woe.

Nur. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes,"*

God fave the mark!—here on his manly breaft:

A piteous corfe, a bloody piteous corfe;

Pale, pale as alhes, all bedawb'd in blood.

All in gore blood; I fownded at the fight. [once!

Jul. O break, my heart; poor bankrupt, break at

To prison, eyes; ne'er look on liberty!

Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion here;

And thou, and Romeo, prefs one heavy bier I

\Jinking into a Seat*

Nur. O Tyhalt, Tybalt, the heft friend [ had

!

O courteous Tybalt! honefl gentleman!

>8 fliOt
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That ever T fhould live to fee theb dead I

Jul. What ftorm is this, that blows fo contrary?

\^JIartirjg npm

Is 'Romeo llaughter'd ? and is Tyhah dead?

My dearefl cousin, and my dearer lord ?

Then, dreadful trumpet, found the general doom;
For who is living, if those two are gone?

iV«r, Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banifhed ;

Ro7neoy that kilPd him, he is baniflied.

Jul. O God !_did Romeoh hand Ihed Tybalt's blood ?

Nur, It did, it did; alas the day 1 it did.

Jul. O ferpent heart, hid with a flow'ring face!

Did ever dragon keep fo fair a cave?

Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical!

Dove-feather*d raven ! wolvifh-rav'ning Iamb I

Defpised fubllance of divineft fhow;

Juft opposite to what thou juflly feem'fl:,

A damned faint, an honourable villain!^

O, nature, what hadft thou to do in hell.

When thou didft bower the fpirit of a fiend

In mortal paradife of fuch fvveet flefh?

Was ever book, containing fuch vile matter.

So fairly bound? O, that deceit fhould dwelt

In fuch a gorgeous palace 1

Nur, There's no truft.

No faith, no honefty in men; all perjur'd,

All forfworn, all naught, all dillemblers

—

Ah, where's my man? give me fome aqua 'vifce:^

These griefs, these woes, these forrows make me old.

Shame come to Romeo!

Jul, BliUcr'd be thy tongue.

For fuch a vvilh! he was not born to ftiarac:

»4 wKore^
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tlpon his brow fhame is afliamM to fit;

I'or *tis a throne where honour may be crown'd

Sole monarch of the univerlal earth.

O, what a beall was I to chide at him! [sin?

Nur. Will you fpeak well ofhim that kilTd your cou-
jfifL, Shall I fpeak ill of him that is my husband?.^

Ah poor my lord, what tongue (hall fmooth thy name.
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangl'd it?

But wherefore, villain, didil thou kill my cousin?

Thc7.t villain cousin would have kilTd my husband:
Back, fooliOi tears, back to your native fpring;

Your tributary drops belong to woe.

Which you, millaking, offer up to joy.

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have flain

;

And Tybalt dead, that would have Hain my husband:
All this is comfort; Wherefore v/eep [ then?

Some word there was^ worfer than ~[ybalt\ death.

That murder'd me: I would forget it fain;

But, o, it prefTes to my memory,
Like damned guilty deeds to fmners' mi^nds:

Tybalt is deady and Romeo— bamjhed\

That— baniQied, that one word— baniOied,

Hath fiain ten thousand ^ybdlts, Tybalt^ death

Was woe enough, if it had ended there:

Or,~"if four woe delights in feilowO-iip,

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,

—

V/hy follow'd not, when fne Tybalt s A^'s^ii

Thy father, or thy mother, nay or both.

Which modern lamentation might have mov'd ?

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death,

Komeo is bani/Jjed,— to fpeak that word,

is father, mother, Tybalt > Ro?neo, Juliet,

Vol. X.
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AW flain, all dead: Romeo hanifiedr^

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound,

In that word's death; no words can that woe found.

^

Where is my father, and my mother, nurfef

J^^«r. Weeping and wailing over TybaWs corfe:

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

Jul. Wafh they his wounds with tears: mine ftiall be

fpent.

When theirs are dry, for Rcmeo^s banifhment.

Take up those cords;— Poor ropes, you are begull'd.

Both you and I; for Romeo is exil'd:

He made you for a highway to my bed;

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed.

Come, cords; come, nurfe; I'll to my wedding bed-;

And death, i\ot Romeo, take my maidenhead.

Nur. Hie to your chamber: Til lind Roz/ieo

To comfort you; 1 wot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night;

I'll to him, he is hid at Laixirence* cell.

Jul . O, find him ! give this-{=ring to my true knight;

And bid him come, to take his laft farewel. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI. Friar Lawrence'^ Cell.

Enter Friar Lawrence.

Fri, RomeOyCome forth;come forth, thou fearful man;
Enier Romeo.

AiRIftion is enamoured of thy pans,

And thou art wedded to calamity.

RoM. Father, what news? what is the prince's doomB
What forrow craves acquaintance at my iiand>

That I yet know not?

Fri, Too familiar
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is my dear fon with fuch four company:
i bring thee tidings of the prince's doom.

Rom, What lefs than doom's-day is the prince's doom?
Fri. A gentler judgment vanilh'd from his lips;

Not body's death, bat body's banifhment.

Rom. Ha, banifhment? be merciful, fay -~ death;

For exile hath more terror in his look,

Much more than death: do not fay— banifhment.

Fri, Here from Verona art thou banifhed:

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls.

But purgatory, torture, hell itfelf.

Hence-banifhed is banifh'd from the world.

And world's-exile is death; then banifhment

Is death mif-term'd: calling death— banifliment.

Thou cut'il my head olF v/ith a golden axe,

And fmirft upon the ftroke that murders me.
Fri. O deadly fin! o rude unthankfulnefs

!

Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind prince^

Taking thy part, hath rufh'd afide the law.

And turn'd that black word death to banifhment:

This is dear mercy, and thou fee'll it not.

Rom, ' Tis torture, and not mercy: heaven is here.

Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog,

And little moafe, every unworthy thing.

Live here in heaven, and may look on her^

But Romeo may not: More validity,

More honourable llate, more courtfhip lives

In carrion flies, than Rofmo: they may feize

On the white wonder of dear Juliet^ hand.

And fteal immortal blefuDg from her Hps;

Who, even in pdre and veilal modeily,

H banifhed

E 2
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Still blufh, as thinking their own kiffes fmz
Flies may do this, but 1 from this muft fly;

They are free men, but I am banifhed.

Hadft thoa no poison mixt, no fliarp-ground knife.

No fudden mean of death, though ne'er fo mean,
Buf'^'baniQied— to kill me? banifhed?

O friar, the damned use that word in hell;

Howlings attend it: How haft thou the heart.

Being a divine, a ghoftly confefibr,

A fm-absolver, and my friend profeft,

To mangle me with that word— banifhmentr

Fn\ Thou fond mad man, hear me a little fpeak,

HoM. O, thou wilt fpeak again of banifhment.

Fri, ril give thee armour to keep olF that word;
Adverfity's fweet milk, philofophy.

To comfort thee, though thou art banilhed.

Rom, Yet banifhed ?"~" Hang up philofophy!

Unlefs philofophy can make a Juliei,

Difplant a town, reverfe a prince's doom ;

It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more.

FrL O, then I fee that madmen have no ears, [eyes?

Rom, How ihould they, when that wise men have no
Fri. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate.

Rom. Thou canft not fpeak of what thou doft not feel

:

Wert thou as young as 1, Juliet thy love,

An hour but marry'd, lyhalt murdered,

Doating like me, and like me banilhed.

Then might'ft thou fpeak, then might'it thou tear thy hair.

And fall upon the ground, as I do'f'now.

Taking the measure of an unmade grave.

\^KriOch 'within,

Fri, Arise, one knocks ; good Rameo^ hide thykl-f.

t V. Note,
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Not T; unlefs the breath of heart-fick groans,

Mill-like, enfold me from the fearch of eyes.

\^K.nock again.

Fri, Hark, how they knock'__Who''s there \^Romeo^

Thou wilt be taken: — Stay a while: fland up; [arise;

[ Knock again.

Run to my ftudy: By and by: God's will!

What fimplenefs is this? I come, I come.

[Knock again.

Who knocks fo hard?whence comeyou?what's your will?

Nur. [fwithin ] Let me come in, and you fhall know
my errand

;

I come from lady Julief.

Fri. Welcome then. \opens.

Enter Nurfe.

Nur. O holy friar, o, tell me, holy friar,

Where is my lady's lord, where's Ro?neo? [drunk*

Fri. There, on the ground, with his own tears made
Nur, O, he is even in my miitrefs' cafe,

Jull in her cafe,— O woeful fympathyl
Piteous predicament 1

— even fo lies (lie.

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering:^
Stand up, ftand up; Hand, an you be a man;
For Juliet's fake, for her fake rise and ftand;

Why fliould you fidl into fo deep an O ?

Rom, Nurlb?

Nur, Ah, fir! ah, fir! death is the end of aH.

Rom. Spak'H thoa Juliet? how is it with h:r?

Doth fhe not think me an old murtherer.

Now I have fiain'd the childhood of our jov

With blood remov'd but little fiom her own?
Where is Hie? and \\oh doch flie? and what fd}S

E3
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My conceal'd lady to our cancel'd love?

Nur. O, fhe fays nothing, fir, but weeps and weepsj
And now falls on her bed ; and then ftarts up.

And Tybalt calls; and then on Ro?neo cries.

And then down falls again.

Rom, As if that name, \^fiartzrig up.

Shot from the deadly level of a gun,

Did murder her ; as that name's curfed hand
Murder'd her kinsman. Tell me, friar, tell me,

\_dra^i.mng cut a Dagger
In what vile part of this anatomy
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may fack

The hateful manfion. \frc777 hhn,

Fri, Hold thy defperate hand, [^rejjing the Dagger
Art thou a man? thy form cries out, thou art;

Thy tears are v/omanifh ; thy wild ad;s denote

The unreasonable fury of a beaft:

Unfeemly woman, in a feeming man!
And ill-befeeming beaft, in feeming both!

Thou hall amaz'd me: By my holy order,

1 thought thy difposition better tempered.

Hull: thou flain Tybalt F wilt thou flay thyfelf?

And fiay thy lady, that in thy life lives,

By doing damned hate upon thyfelf?

Why rairil thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth ?

Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet

In thee at once; which thou at once would'lt lose.

Fie, fie! thou fham'll thy fhape, thy love, thy wit;

Which, like an usurer, abound'ii in all,

And used none in that true ufe indeed

Which fhould bedeck thy fhape, thy love, thy wit.

Thy lyjbie fmipe is but a form of wax.

9 kinsman. Ch teli
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Plgrefiing from the valour of a man:
Thy dear love, fworn, but hollow perjury,

Killing that love which thou hail vovvM to cherifh:

Thy wit, that ornament to (hape and love,

Mir-(hapen in the condud of them both.

Like powder in the fliill-lefs foldier's flaOc,

Is fet on fire by thine own ignorance,

And thou difmember'd with thine own defence.

What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive,

"For whose dear fake thou wall but lately dead;

There art thou happy : Tybalt v/ould kill thee.

But thou flew'fl Tybalt; there too art thou happy:

1 he law, that thrcateuM death, becomes thy friend^.

And turns it to exile ; there art tkou happy:

A pack of blefTings light upon thy back;

Happinefs courts thee in her bell array;

But, like a mif-'hav'd and a fullen wench,

Thou pout'll upon thy fortune and thy love:

Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miserable.

jGo, get thee to thy love, as was decreed,

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her;

But look thou ftay not 'till the watch be fet.

For then thou canil not pafs to Mantua;
Where thou Oialt live, 'till we can find a time

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends.

Beg pardon of the p.ince, and call thee back
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy

I'han thou vventMl forth in lamentation—
Go before, nurfe; commend me to thy lady ;

And bid her halten all the houfe to bed.

Which heavy forrow -makes them apt unto;

Borneo is coming.
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'Nur» O lord, I could have ftay'd here all the night.

To hear good counfel: o, what learning is!

My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come
Rom, Do fo, and bid my fweet prepare to chide.

l^ur. Heie,=|= fir, a ring fhe bid me give you, fir:

Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late.

Rom. How well my comfort is revivM by this.

Fri, Go hence, good night: [^jf/VNurfe.]and here

{lands all your l^ate,

—

Either be gone before the v/atch be fet,

Or by the break of day difguis'd from hence

:

Sojourn in Maviua% Til find out your man,
i\n0 he fha 1 fignify from time to time

Every good hap to you, that chances here:

Give me thy hand; 'tis late, farewel, good night.

Rom, But that a joy paft joy calis out on me.
It were a grief fo brief to part v^^ith thee :

•

Farewel. [Exeunt, fe'-jera!iy\

SCENE VII. J Room in Capulet'j Hou/e.

Enter Capulet, Par.s, and
Laay Capulet.

Ca?, Things have fairn out, fir, fo unluckily.

That we have had no time to move our daughter:

Look you, fhe lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly.

And fo did I ;~^VVell, we were born to die.

'Tis very late, fbe'll not come down to-night:

I promise you, but for your company,

1 v/ould have been a- bed an hour ago.

Par, These times of woe afford no times to woor.^
Madam, good night; commend rne to your daughter.

L.C I will, and know her mind cayly to-moriQw j .
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To-night flie is mevv'd up to her heavincfs.

Ca?* Sir i^aris, [calling him Lack.'\ 1 will make a def-

perate tender

Of my child's love: I think, fhe will be ral'd

In all refpeds by me; nay more, I doubt it not.—.

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed;

Acquaint her here of my fon Haris^ love;

And bid her, mark you me, on vve'nsday next^
But, Mt; What day is this?

PjiR. Monday, my lord.

Cap. Monday? ha, ha! Well, vve'nsday is too foon,

O* thursday let it be;»_o' thursday, tell her.

She Ihall be marry'd to -this noble earl:

Will you be ready? do you like this halle?

We'll keep no great ado; a friend, or two:

For hark you, Tybalt being flain fo late.

It may be thought we held him carelcfly,

Being our kinsman, if we revel much:
Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen friends,

And there an end But what fay you to thursday?

Par. My lord, I would that thursday were to-morrow.

Cap, Well, get you gone; o' thursday be it then:_^
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed,

Prepare her, wife, againfl: this wedding day

Farewel,my lord

—

\ ExitV hK,"] Light tomychamber,ho!
^ItJoln, afore me, it is fo very late.

That we may call it early by and by:—
Good night. [Exeunt, federally.

jcrw.
SCENE I. yl/iti-room 0/ jaViei't CJjamier^
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Enter Romeo, ayid Juliet,

^VL. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day:
It was the nightingale, and not the lark,

That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear;

Nightly Ihe fings on yon' pome-granate tree:

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

Rqm\ it was the lark, the herald of the morn.
No nightingale; look, love, what envious Areaks

Po lace the fevering clouds in yonder ead:

Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tip -toe on the milly mountains' tops;

I muft be gone and live, or flay and die.

Jul. Yon* light is not day-light, I know it, 1;

It is fome meteor that the fun exhales.

To be to thee this night a torch- bearer.

And light thee on thy way to Mantua:

Therefore ftay yet, thou need'ft not to be gone.

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death;

I am content, fo thou wilt have it fo.

I'll fay, yon' grey is not the morning's eye,

'Tis but the pale reflex of Cy?ithiaz brow;

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat

The vaulty heaven fo high above our heads:

I have more care to flay, than will to go;—
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it fo.«.

How is't, my foul? let's talk, it is not day.

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away;

It is the lark that fings fo out of tune,

Straining harfh difcords, and unpleasing fliarps.

Some fay, the lark makes fvveet division;

This doth not ib, for ihe divid^tli uc

;
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Some fay, the lark and loathed toad change eyes

;

O, now [ would they had chang'd voices tool

Since arm from arm that voice doth us afFray,

Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day.

O, now be gone; more light and light it grows, [woes.

Rom, More light and light, more dark and dark our

Enter Nurfe, to the Door,

Nur. Madam I

Jul, Nurfe?

Nur. Your lady mother's coming to your chamber:
The day is broke; be wary, look about. [^Exit.

Jul, Then, window, [ofm»g //.] let day in, and let

life out.

Rom, Farewel, farewel! one kifs, and I'll defcend.

[/v^j her, and goes out of if,

Jul . Art thou gonefo? Lovel lord! ah, husband! friend!

I muft hear from thee every day i' the hour.

For in a minute there are many days:

O, by this count I fhall be much in years.

Ere 1 again behold my Romeo,

Rom. Farewel ! I will omit no opportunity

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

Jul. b, think'ft thou, we fhall ever meet again?

Rom, I doubt it not; and all these woes fhall fervc

For fweet difcourfes in our times to come.

Jul, O God! I have an ill-divining foul;

Mc thinks, I fee thee, now thou art fo low.

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb:
Either my eye-fight fails, or thou look'ft pale.

Rom, And trull me, love, in my eye fo do you:
pry forrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu

!

[Exit Romeo, ielo^^
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JvL* O fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle:

If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him
That is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, fortune;

F' r then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long.

But fend him back,

L. C. [fwithiji ] Ho, daughter! are you up?

Jul, Who is't, that calls? is it my lady mother?_
Is fhe not down fo late, or up fo early?

What unaccuftom'd cause procures her hither?

Enter La^y Capulet.

L. C. Why, how now, Juliet?

Jul, Madam, I am not well.

L. C. Evermore weeping for your cousin's death ?

What, wilt thou wa(h him from his grave with tears?

An if thou could'ft, thou could'ft not make him live;

Therefore, have done. Some grief fliews much of love;

But much of grief ("hews fiili fome want of wit.

Jul, Yet let me weep for fuch a feeling lofs.

Z. C. So fhall you feel the lofs, but not the friend

Which you IJO weep for.

Jul. Feeling fo the lofs,

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend.

Z. C, Well, girl, thou weep'it not fo much forhls death.

As that the villain lives which flaughter'd him.

Jul, What villain, madam?
Z. C. That fame villain, Romeo,

Jul, Villain and he are many miles afunder.

God pardon him! I do, with all my heart;

And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my heart,

L, C. That is, because the traitor murderer lives.

Jul, Ay, madam, from the reach of these my handiJ

'Wpuid, noae but I might venge my cousin's death I
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i. C. We will have vengeance for It, fear thon not:

Then, weep no more. Til lend to one in Mantua^-^

Where that fame banifh'd runagate doth live,

—

Shall give him fuch an unaccuflorn'd dram.

That he ihall foon keep Tybalt company:
And then, I hope, thou wilt be latiffy'd.

Jul, Indeed, I never fliall be fatiffy'd

With Romeo^ 'till I behold him—dead—
Is my poor heart fo for a kinsman vext:^
Madam, if you could find out but a man
To bear a poison, I would temper it;

That Romeo (hould, upon receipt thereof.

Soon fleep in quiet. O, how my heart abhors

To hear him. nam'd,— and cannot come to him,

—

To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt

Upon his body that hath flaughter'd him!

L, C Find thou the means, and Til find fuch a man.
But now ril tell thee joyful tidings, girl.

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needful time:

What are they, I befeech your ladyfhip?

L, C. Well, well, thou haft a careful father, child;

One, who, to put thee from thy heavinefs,

Hath forted out a fudden day of joy.

That thou exped'ft not, nor I looked not for.

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that?

L. C. Marry, my child, early next thursday morn.

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman,

The county Paris, at faint Peter's church.

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

Jul. Now, by {?imt Peter s church, and Peter too,

He lhall not make me there a joyful bride.

I wonder at this haile ; that 1 mull wed

24 expedls
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Ere he, that fliould be husband, comes to woo.

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam,
I will not marry yet; and, when 1 do, 1 fwear.

It (hall be Romeo, whom you know 1 hate,

Rather than Paris: These are news indeed!

Enter Capulet, at aDiJiance\

Nurfe following.

Z/. C Here comes your father; tell him fo yourfelf.

And fee how, he will take it at your hands.

Cap^ When the fun fets, the air doth drizzle dew;
But for the fun-fct of my brother's fon.

It rains downright.

How now? a conduit, girl ? what, flill in tears?

Evermore fhow'ring? In one little body
Thou counterfeit'!! a bark, a fea, a wind

:

For flill thy eyes, which I may call the fea,

Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is.

Sailing in this fait flood; the winds, thy fighs;

Who,—raging with thy tears, and they with them,~*

Without a fudden calm, will overfet

Thy tempcft-toffed body. How now, wife?

Have you deliver'd to her our decree ?

Z. C. Ay, fir; but ftie will none, flie gives you thanks

:

I would, the fool were marry'd to her grave.

Cat. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wife.

Howl will flne none? doth flie not give us thanks?

Is (he not proud r doth fhe not count her blell.

Unworthy as flie is, that we have wrought

So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom?

'Jul . Not proud,you have^but thankful,thatyou have;

Proud can i never be of what I hate;

But tiiankful even for hate, that is meant love.
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Cap. Hovv,ho\v! how, how! chop logickr What is this?

Proud— and, I thank you— and, I thank you not"*
And yet not proud Miilrefs minion, you,

Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds.
But fettle your fine joints, 'gainll thursday next.

To go with Parts to faint Peter^s church.

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.

Out, you green-ficknefs carrion! out, you baggage!
You tallow-face

!

Z.C. Fie, fie! what, are you mad?
Jul, Good father, I befeech you on my knees.

Hear me with palience but to fpeak a word.

Cap, Hang thee, young baggage! difobedient wretch!
I tell thee what,—get thee to church o' thursday,

Or never after look me in the face:

Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me;
My fingers itch.«_Wife, we fcarce thought us blefl.

That God had lent us but this only child;

But now I fee this one is one too much,
And that we have a curfe in having her:

Out on her, hliding

!

Nur, God in heaven blefs her!

_

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her fo.

Cap And why, my lady wisdom ? hold your tongue.
Good prudence; fmatter with your gofiips, go.

Nur, 1 fpeak no treason

:

Cap. O, God-ye- good den?

Nur, May not one fpeak ?

Cap, Peace, peace, you m.umbling fool!

Utter your gravity o'er a goUip's bowJa

For here we need it not.

L, C, You are too hot.
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Cjp. God's bread! it makes me mad :Day, night. latej

At home, abroad, alone, in company, [early.

Waking, or fleeping, ilill my care hath been

To have her match'd; and having now provided
A gentleman of piincely parentage,

Of fair demefnes, youthful, and nobly train'dy

Stuft (as they fay) with honourable parts.

Proportioned as one's heart could vvifh a man,~'
And then to have a wretched puling fool,

A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender.

To anfwer— /'// not nxjedy
—I cannot lo've^

—
I am too youngs / pray you^ pardon r/ie;"^

But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you:
Graze where you will, you fliall not house with mej
Look to't, think on't, 1 do not use to jeft.

Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise:

An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend;

An you be not, hang, beg, ftarve, die i' the Greets,

For, by my foul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee,

Nor what is mine fliall never do thee good:

Trufl to't, bethink you, I'll not be forfworn. [Exi*,

Jul, Is there no pity fitting in the clouds.

That fees into the bottom of my gricfr_

O, fweet my mother, call me not away!

Deiay this marriage for a month, a week;
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed

In that dim monument where Tybalt lies.

L. C. Talk not to me, for I'll not fpeak a word

;

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. \^Exii,

Jul , O G od ! n u i fe , h ow fli a 1 1 1 h i s be preve n ted-

f

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven;

How fliali that faiih return a^ain to earth,.
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Unlefs that husband fend it me from heaven

By leaving earth? comfort me, counfel me

—

Alack, alack, that heaven fhould pradife ftratagems,

Upon fo foft a fubjed as myfelf"!

What fay'ft thou ? haft thou not a word ofjoy ?

Some comfort, nurfe.

Nur. 'Faith, here 'tis:

Is baniihed; and all the world to nothing,

That he dares ne'er come back to challenge youj
Or, if he do, it needs muft be by Health.

Then, fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth,

I think it beft you marry'd with the county:

O, he's a lovely gentleman! iRomeol

Romeo*s a difh-clout to him ; an eagle, madam.
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fair an eye

As Paris hath. Beflirew my very heart,

I think you are happy in this fecond match.

For it excels your iirft: or if it did not,

Your firft is dead ; or 'twere as good he were.

As living here and you no ufe of him.

Jul. Speakeft thou from thy heart?

Nur, And from my foul too;

Or elfe befhrew them both.

Jul, Amen I

Nur. What?
Jul, Well, thou haft comforted me marvelous much^

Go in; and tell my lady, I am gone.

Having difpieasM my father, to Lauurence* cell.

To make confefTion, and to be absolv'd.

Nur. Marry, I will; and this is wisely done. fExit,

Jul. Ancient damnation I o moft wicked fiend 1

Is It more fm—to vvilh me thus forfworn.

Vol. X.
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Or to difpraise my lord with that fame tongue
Which file hath prais'd him with above compare
So many thousand times? Go, counfellor;

Thou and my bosom henceforth fnall be twain.—.
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy;
If all elfe fail, myfelf have power to die. [Exi^,

SCENE II. Fnar L^wTcrxe's Cell.

: Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris.
TrL On thursday, fir? the time is very ihort.

Far, My father Capulet will have it fo;

And I am nothing flow, to flack his hafle,

Fri, You fay, you do not know the lady's mind;
"Uneven is the courfe, 1 like it not.

Par, Immoderately flie weeps for Tybalt^s death,.

And therefore have 1 little talk'd of love;

For Fe?ius fmiles not in a houfe of tears.

Now, fir, her father counts it dangerous,

That flie do give her forrow fo much fway

;

And, in his wisdom, hafls our marriage.

To flop the inundation of her tears;

Which, too much minded by herfelf alone.

May be put from her by fociety

:

Now do you know the reason of this hafle.

Fri, I would, { knew not why it fliould be flow'd.''

Look, fir, here comes the lady towards my cell.

Enier Juliet.
Par, Happily met, my lady, and my wife.

^UL. That may be, fir, when 1 may be a wife.

Par, That may be, mud be, love, on thuisday next..

Jul, What mull be lhall be.

Fri. That's a certain text.



Romeo and Juliet. 79

Par. Come you to make confeflion to this father?

Jul. To anfwer that, were to confefs to you.

Par, Do not deny to him, that you love me.

Jul. I will confefs to you, that 1 love him.

Par. So will you, I am fure, that you love me.

Jul. If I do fo, it will be of more price

Being fpoke behind your back, than to your face.

Par. Poor foul, thy face is much abus'd with tears.

Jul. The tears have got fmall vi6lory by that;

For it was bad enough, before their fpite. [port.

Par. Thou wrong'ft it, more than tears, with that re-

Jul. That is no wrong, fir, that is but a truth:

And what I fpake, I fpake it to my face.

Par, Thy face is mine, and thou haft flander'd it,

Jul. It may be fo, for it is not mine own
Are you at leisure, holy father, now;
Or fhall r come to you at evening mafs?

Fri. My leisure ferves me, pen five daughter, now:—i,

My lord, we muft entreat the time alone.

Par. God flieild, I fhould difturb devotion!—
Juliet, on thursday early will I rouze you:

'Till then, adieu; and keep this holy'j'kifs.

[i?;c/V Paris.

Jul. O, fhut the door! and, when thou haft done fo^

Come weep with me; Paft hope, paft cure, paft help 1

Fri. h\\,julicty I already know thy grief^

It ftrains me paft the compafs of my wits:

I hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it.

On thursday next be marry'd to this count.

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'ft of this,

tJnlefs thou tell me how I may prevent it

:

If? in thy wisdom, thou canft give no help,
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Do thou but call my resolution wise,

-And with this knife Fll help it presently.

God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands;

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo feaPd,

Shall be the label to another deed.

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt

Turn to another, this'f'lliall flay them both:

Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time,j

Give me fome present counfel; or, behold,

'Tvvixt my extreams and me this bloody knife

Shall play the umpire, arbitrating that

Which the commifTion of thy years and art

Could to no ilTue of true honour bring.

Be not fo long to fpeak; I long to die.

If what thou fpeak'll fpeak not of remedy.

Fri, Hold, daughter; I do fpy a kind of hope^

Which craves as defperate an execution

As that is defperate which we would prevent.

If, rather than to marry county Paris,

Thou haft the ftrength of will to flay thyfelfy

Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake

A thing like death lo chide away this fliame.

That cop'ft with death himfelf to fcape from it;

And, if thou dar'ft. Til give thee remedy.

yi/L, O, bid me leap, rather than marry P^ris^

From oiF the battlements of any tower;

Or walk in thievifh ways; or bid me lurk

Where ferpents are; chain me with roaring bears;

Or hide me nightly in a charnel houfe,

O'er-eover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones^

With reeky (hanks, and yellow chaplefs fculis;

Or bid me go into a new-made grave.
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And hide me with a dead man in his fhroud,

Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble;

And I will do it without fear or doubt.

To live an unftain'd wife to my fweet love.

Fri, Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give confent

To marry Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow;
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone.

Let not thy nurfe lie with thee in thy chamber:
Take thou this "jovial, being then in bed.

And this diflilled liquor drink thou off:

When, presently, through all thy veins (hall run

A cold and drowzy humour; for no pulfe

Sliall keep his native progrefs, but furceafe;

No warmth, no breath, fliall teflify thou liv'fl;

The roses in thy lips and cheeks fhall fade

To paly afhes; thy eyes* windows fall,

Like death, when he (huts up the day of life;

Each part, deprived of fupple government.
Shall Itiif, and ftark, and cold appear like death:

And in this borrowed likenefs of (hrunk death

Thou (halt continue two and forty hours.

And then awake as from a pleasant fleep.

Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes
To rouze thee from thy bed, there art thou dead:
Then (as the manner of our country is)

In thy befl: robes uncover'd on the bier.

Thou (halt be born to that fame antient vault

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.

In the mean time, againft thou Ihalt awake.
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift;

And hither fhall he come, and he and f

Will watch thy waking, and that very night

*6 V* Not€»
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Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua,
And this:fhall free thee from this present fhamej
If no inconftant toy, nor womanifh fear.

Abate thy valour in the acting it.

Jul, Give me, o give me I tell me not of fear.

Fri, Hold =j=; get you gone, be ftrong and profperoua

In this resolve : I'll fend a friar with fpeed

To Mantua^ with my letters to thy lord. [afford.

JvL. Love give me ftrength! and llrength fhall help

Farewel, dear father. [Exeunt, /e^eralij,

SCENE III. Ha/I hi C^puht's Hou/e.

Enter Capulet, his Lady, Nurfe, Servants.

Cap. So many guefts invite as here =j= are writ

—

[to a Ser^vant; bo goes out.

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.

I. S, Vou fhall have none ill, fir; for Til try if they

can lick their fingers.

CjiP. How canft thou try them fo?

I. S, Marry, fir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick his

own fingers : therefore he, that cannot lick his fingers,

goes not with me.

Cap, Go, begone— [Exit Servant.

We fhall be much unfurnifh'd for this time

—

What, is my daughter gone to friar LawurenceP

^ Nur, Ay, forfooth.

Cap. Well, he may chance to do fome good on her:

A peevifh felf-will'd harlotry it is.

Ent€7' ]VLl^T.
Nur, See,where fhe comes from fiirift with merry look.

Cap, Hovv now,my head-llrong: where have you beei^

eaddino;?

i :tie, give n;i^, 0 tell
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'Jut . Where I have learnt me to repent the fin

Of difobedient opposition

To you, and your behefts; and am enjoin'd

By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here,

To beg your pardon: Pardon, I befeech you!

Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you,

Ca?, Send for the county, go, tell him of this;

I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning.

"Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence cell;

And gave him what becoming love 1 might,

Not ilepping-o'er the bounds of modefty.

Ca? , Why, I am glad on't ; this is well,— ftand up,"^

This is as't fhould be: Let me fee the county;

Ay, marry, go, I fay, and fetch him hither.—.

Now, afore God, this holy reverend friar*^

All our whole city is much bound to him.

'Jul. Nurfe, will you go with me into my closet.

To help me fort fuch needful ornaments

As you think fit to furnifli me to-morrow.

C. No,not 'till thursday; there is time enough [ow.

Cap* Go,nurfe,go with her; we'll to church to-morr«

[Exeunt Juliet, and Nurfe*

L, C. We fhall be (hort in our provision

;

'Tis now near night.

Cap, Tufhl I will ftir about.

And all things fhall be well, I warr'nt thee, wife :

Go thou to Juliet^ help to deck up her;

ril not to bed to-night; let me alone,

ril play the huswife for this once—What ho!
They are all forth: Well, I will walk myfelf
To county Paris, to prepare him up
Againft to-morrow: my heart is wonJrous iighr,

F4
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Since this fame wayward girl is fo reclaim'd. \ExeunU

SCENE IV. Juliet'i Chamber.
'

Enter Juliet, afid Nurfe,

Jul, Ay, those attires are beft: But, gentle nurfe,

I pray thee, leave me to myfelf to-night;

For I have need of many orisons

To move the heavens to fmile upon my Hate,

Which, well thou know'ft, is crofs and full of fin.

Enter Lady Capulet.

Z. C, What, are you busy, ho? need you my help?

Jul. No, madam; we have cull'd fuch necefiaries

As are behoveful for our ftate to-morrow:

So please you, let me now be left alone.

And let the nurfe this night fet up with you;
For, 1 am fure, you have your hands full all.

In this fo fudden businefs.

L. C. Good night!

Get thee to bed, and reft; for thou haft need.

[Exeunt Lady, and Nurj}^

jfui. Farewell God knows, when v/e lhall meet a-

gain.

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,

That aJmoft freezes up the heat of life:

I'll call them back again to comfort me;-«
Nurfe I^What fliould fhe do here?

My dismal fcene 1 needs muft a6l alone.

^

Come, vial

—

What if this mixture do not work at all?

Shall I be marry'd then to-morrow morning?
No, no; this"|"fha]l forbid it; lie thou there.

^

Vv'hat if it be a poison, which the friar
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Subtly hath minifter'd to have me dead;

Lell in this marriage he fhould be difhonour'd.

Because he marry'd me before to Romeo?
.1 fear, it is: and yet, methinks, it fliould not.

For he hath ftill been try'd a holy man.
How if, when I am lay'd into the tomb,
I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me? there^s a fearful point!

Shall I not then be flifl'd in the vault.

To whose foul mouth no healthfome air breaths in.

And there die ftrangl'd ere my Roineo comes?
Or, if I live, is it not very like.

The horrible conceit of death and night,

Toge^er with the terror of the place,

—

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones

Of all my bury'd anceftors are packt;

Where bloody Tybalt^ yet but green in earth.

Lies feft'ring in his {hroud ; where, as they fay.

At fome hours in the night fpirits resort ;

—
Alack, alack, is it not like, that f,

So early waking,— what with loathfome fmells;

And fhrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth.

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad 3
—

O, if I wake, (hall 1 not be diilraught.

Environed with all these hideous fears ?

And madly play with my forefathers' joints ?

And pluck the mangl'd Tybalt from his fhroud ?

And, in this rage, with fome great kinsman's bone.

As with a club, dafh out my defperate brains?

O, look! methinks, I fee my cousin's gholl

Seeking out Romeo, that did fpit his body
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Upon a rapler^'s point Stay, Tyla/t, flay!»^

Romeo, I come! this do 1 drink to thee.

[i^rinh ; throws aujay the ViaJ, and caJIs

heyfejf upon the Bed. Scene closes.

SCENE V. The Hall.

Enter Lady Cap u let, and Nurfe.

L, C. Hold, take these'^keys, and fetch more fpices,

nurfe.

Nur, They call for dates and quinces in the paftry.

Enter C a p u L E T , hajiily .

Cap. Come,flir,ftir,ftir; the fecond cock hath crow'd.

The curfeu bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock:

Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica:

Spare not for coft.

Nur. Go, C0> you cot-quean, go.

Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be fick to-morrow
For this night's watching.

Cap. No, not a whit; What! I have watch'd ere now
All night for a lefs cause, and ne'er been fick.

L. C. Ay, you have been a moufe-hunt in your time;

But I will watch you from fuch watching now.
[Exeunt Lady, Nurfe.

Cap. a jealous-hood, a jealous-hood—Now, fellow.

Enter di'vers Servants, ^ith logs, bajkets. Sec,

What's there r

I. S, Things for the cook, fir; but I know not what.

Cap, Make hafle, make hafte. [Exit Ser.] Sirrah, fetch

drier logs;

Call Peter, he will (hew you where they are.

Z. S. I have a head, fir, that will find out logs.

And never trouble Pitir for the matter. [E.\it.
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Ca?. Mafs, and well faid; A merry whorfon! ha,

Thoa llialt be logger- bead. Good faith, 'tis day:

The county will be here with musick ftraight,

\Musick ^ithitim

For fo he faid he would. T hear him near:

Nurfe! Wife! what, ho!__what, nurfe, 1 fay!

Enter Nurfe.

Go, waken Juliet^ go, and trim her up;

I'll go and chat with Paris: hey, make hafle.

Make hafte ! the bridegroom he is come already;

Make hade, I fay ! [Exeunt.

SCENE VI. Anti-room i>/Juliet'j Chamber.

Door of the Chamber open^ and Juliet upon her Bed.

Enter Nurfe. [her:

A'ur. Miftrefs ! what, miRrefs ! Juliet!^^2Jk, I warrant

Why, lamb', why, lady! fie, you flug-abed!

Why, love, 1 fay! madam! fweet heart! why, bride !^
What, not a word? you take your pen'-orths now;
Sleep for a week; for the next night, 1 warrant,

The county Paris hath fet up his refl.

That you fhall refb but little. God forgive me,

(Marry, and amen) how found is fiie aQeep!

1 needs mull wake her: Madam! madam! madam!
[goes io'Lvards the Bed.

Ay, let the county take you in your bed;
* He'll fright you up, i'faith.—.Will it not be?

\jindran.x:s the Curtains.

What, dreft! and in your cloaths! and down again!

1 mull needs wake you: Lady! lady ! lady !

[palirg her.

Alas, alfts! Help, help! my lady's deadly..
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O vvel-a-day, that ever I was born!—
Some aqua-HjitcSy ho! My lord ! my lady!

Enter Lady Capulet.

Z. C What noise is here?

Nur, O lamentable day!

Z. C. What is the matter?
iV«r. Look,"|~look! O heavy day!

L. C. O me, o me! my child, my only life.

Revive, look up, or i will die with thee!_
Help, help! call help.

Enter Capulet*
C^p. For lhame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is come.
Nur. She's dead, deceal'd, (he's dead; alack the day !

Z. C. Alack the day, file's dead, (he's dead, fhe's dead I

C^p. Hal let me fee her :— Out, alas! fhe's cold;

Her blood is fettl'd, and her joints are flifF;

Life and these lips have long been feperated

;

Death lies on her, like an untimely froil

Upon the fweeteft flower of all the field.

Nur, O lamentable day

!

Z. C. O woful time! [wail.

Cap . Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make mc
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me fpeak.

Enter Friar Lawrence, and Pa r i s ; Musicians,

and SeruantSy after them,

Frz, Come, is the bride ready to go to church?

C^p. Ready to go, but never to return:

O ion, the night before thy wedding day
FLath death lain with thy wife; fee, there fhe lies.

Flower as (lie was, deflow'red now by him
Death is my fon-in -Iaw, death is my heir,

My daughter he hath wedded! 1 will die.
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And leave him all; life leaving, all is death's.

Pj^r. Have I thought long to fee this morning's face.

And doth it give me fuch a light as this?

L. C. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hateful day;

Moft miserable hour, that e'er time faw

In lading labour of his pilgrimage!

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child.

But one thing to rejoice and folace in.

And cruel death hath catch'd it from my fight!

Nur, O woe ! o woful, woful, woful day

!

Moft lamentable day, moft woful day.

That ever, ever, I did yet behold!

O day, o day, o day, o hateful day!

Never was feen fo black a day as this

:

O woful day, o woful day!

Pu^R. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, fpighted, flain;

Moft deteftable death, by thee beguil'd.

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown!

O love! o life! not life, but love in death!

Cjp, Defpis'd, diftreffed, hated, martyr'd, klU'd!-^
Uncomfortable time, why cam'ft thou now
To murther murther our folemnity?

O child, o child,—my foul, and not my child,"—

Dead art thou, tieaXi! alack, my child is dead;

And, with my child, my joys are buried!

Fn\ Peace, ho, for fhame! confusion's cure lives not
In these confusions. Heaven and yourfelf

Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath all.

And all the better is it for the maid

:

Your part in her you could not keep from death;

Bat heaven keeps his part in eternal life.

The moft you fought was— her promotion;

' living cars
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For 'twas your heaven, (he fhould be advanced:

And weep ye now, feeing fhe is advanced,

Above the clouds, as high as heaven itfelf?

O, in this love, you love your child fo ill.

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well:

She's not well marry'd, that lives marry*d long;

But fne's bell: marry'd, that dies marry'd young.

Dry up your tears, and ftick your rosemary

On this fair corfe; and, as the cuftom is,

In all her beft array bear her to church

:

For though fond nature bids us all lament.

Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment.

C>;p. All things, that we ordained fellival.

Turn from their office to black funeral:

Our inilruments> to melancholy bells;

Our wedding chear, to a fad burial feaft;

Our folemn hymns to fullen dirges change;

Our bridal flowers ferve for a bury'd corfe.

And all things change them to the contrary,

, Fri. Sir, go you in, and, madam, go with him,—.

Ai^d go, fir P<^?7j;^ every one prepare

To follow this fair corfe unto her grave:

The heavens do lour upon you, for fome ill;

Move ihem no more, by ci offing their high will.

\_Exeunt Friar Lawrence, Paris, Capulet^
and Lady Cap u let. Door fhut,

1 . 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be gone.

i^lnr. Konell good-fellows, ah, put up, put up ;

For, well you know, this is a pitiful cale. \^Exit^

i hL Ay, by my troth, the cafe may be amended.
F.iiier another Servant.

^er. M usician s^ o, m uacians; Hear:'3 (aiCi heart''s csisii
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O, an you will have me live, play

—

heart*s ease*

I . M Why heart's ease?

Ser. O, musicians, because my heart itfelf plays

My heart is full of <woe: O, play me feme merry dump,
to comfort me.

I. M, Not a dump we; 'tis no time to play now.
Ser, You will not then ?

i.M No.
Ser. I will then give it you foundly.

I. M. What will you give us?

Ser. No money, on my faith ; but the gleek : I will

give you the minftrel.

I . AT. Then will I give you the ferving-creature.

Ser, Then will 1 lay the ferving-creature's dagger
on your pate. I will carry no crotchets : I'll re you, I'll

fa you; Do you note me?
1. M. An you re us, andfa us, you note us.

2, M, Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out your

wit.

Ser. Then have at you with my wit ; I will dry-beat

you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger. An-
fwer me like men;

When griping grief the heart doth ^ound^

and doleful dumps the mind opprefsy

then musick, ivith herfilnjer founds

why fiver found? why musick ^ith her fiver found?.^

What fay you, Simon Catling?

1. M. Marry, fir, because filver hath a fvveet found.

Ser. Pratee.-^What fay you, Hugh Rebeck?

2. M. I {Ay—flver found, because musicians found for

filver.

Ser, Pratee too.^What fay you, James Sowid-fcft?
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3.ikf. 'Faith, I know not what to fay.

Ser, O, I cry you mercy! you are the finger: I will

iay for you; It is — musick njuith her filler found, be-

cause fuch fellows as you have feldom gold for found-
ing:_

then musick', ^ith herJilver found,

nvith fpeedy help doth lend redrefs,

[Exit,finging,

1, M. What a peftilent knave is this fame?
2. M, Hang him Jack! Come, well in here; tarry for

the mourners, and ftay dinner. \_Exeunt.

ACT V.
SCENE L Mantua. A Street.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. If I may trufl: the flattering truth of fleep.

My dreams prefage fome joyful news at hand;

My bosom's lord fits lightly on his throne;

And, all this day, an unaccultom'd fpirit

Lifts be above the ground with chearful thoughts,

I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead;

(Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave to think)

And breath'd fuch life with kifles in my lips.

That \ reviv'd, and was an emperor.

Ah me! how fweet is love itfelf posseil.

When but love's fhadows are fo rich in joy?

Enter Balthazar.
News from Verona! How now, Balthazar ?

Dolt thou rot bring me letters from the friar

How doth my lady: Is my father well?
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How doth my Juliet? that I afk again ;

For nothing can be ill, if fhe be well.

Bj4L. Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill;

Her body fleeps in Capulets* monument,
And her immortal part with angels lives;

1 faw her lay'd low in her kindred^s vault.

And presently took poll to tell it you:

0 pardon me for bringing these ill news,

Since you did leave it for my office, fir.

Rom. Is it even fo? then I deny you, flars.—

Thou know'fl my lodging: get me ink and paper»

And hire poft-horfes; 1 will hence to-night.

Bal. I do befeech you, fir, have patience:

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import
Some mifadventure.

Rom, Tufh, thou art deceivM;

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do

:

Hafl thou no letters to me from the friar P

Bal, No, my good lord.

Rom. No matter: Get thee gone,

And hire those horfes ; I'll be with thee flraight.

{^Exit Balthazar,
WtW^ Juliet y I will lie with thee to-night.

Let's fee for means:— O, mifchief, thou art fwift

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men!
1 do remember an apothecary

*

And hereabouts he dwells,~*whom late I noted
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming browsj

Culling of fimples; meager were his looks.

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones

;

And in his needy ihop a tortoife hung.

An alligator iluft, and other fkins

4 Capek

Vol. X, G
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Of ill-fhap'd iiQies; and about his (helves

A beggarly account of empty boxes.

Green earthen pots, bladders, and mufly feeds.

Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses.

Were thinly fcatter'd, to make up a fhew.

Noting this penury, to myfelf I faid

—

An if a man did need a poison now.
Whose fale is present death in Mantua,
Here lives a caitiff wretch would fell it him.
O, this fame thought did but fore-run my need;

And this fame needy man muft fell it me.
As I remember, this (hould be the houfe:

Being holiday, the beggar's fhop is fhut.

—

What ho, apothecary!

Enter Apothecary.

Apo, Who calls fo loud ?

Rom. Come hither, man. I fee, that thou art poor;

Hold, there is forty ducats: let me have

A dram of poison ; fuch foon-fpeeding geer

As will difperfe itfelf through all the veins.

That the life-weary taker may fall dead;

And that the trunk may be difcharg'd of breath

As violently, as hafty powder fir'd

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.
Jpo, Such mortal drugs 1 have; hut Man/ua^s law

Is death, to any he that utters them.

Rom, Art thou fo bare, and full of wretchednefs.

And fear'll to die? famine is in thy cheeks.

Need and oppreffion ftareth in thine eyes.

Contempt and beggary hangs upon thy back.

The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law;

The world affords no law to make thee rich;

29 flarveth
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Then be not poor, but break it, and take this*

Apo, My poverty, but not my will, confents.

Rou. 1 pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

Apo, Put thls=}=in any liquid thing you will.

And drink it ofF; and, if you had the flrength

Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight.

Rom, There is thy=J=gold ; worfe poison to men's fouls.

Doing more murthers in this loathfome world.

Than these poor compounds that thou may'll not fell

:

I fell thee poison, thou haft fold me none.

Farewel; buy food, and get thyfelf in fleih

Come, cordial, and not poison; go with me
To Juliet^ grave, for there muft I use thee. \^Exeunt^

SCENE II. Friar LawrenceV Cell.

Enter Friar John.

F. y. Holy Francifcan friar, brother, ho

!

Enter Friar Lawrence.

F, L, This fame fhould be the voice of £ti2lv John,^
Welcome from Mantua: What fays Romeo

F

Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter.

F. J, Going to find a bare-foot brother out.

One of our order, to afTociate me.
Here in this city visiting the fick.

And finding him, the fearchers of the town,
Sufpedling that we both were in a houfe

Where the infeftious peftilence did reign,

SeaPd up the doors, and would not let us forth;

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftay'd.

F. L. Who bare my letter then to Romeo P
F, J. I could not fend it,~ hereof it is again,

—

Nor get a melTcnger to bring it thee.
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So fearful were they of infe<51ion.

F. L, Unhappy fortune! by my broth erhoodj^

The letter was not nice, but full of charge,

Of dear import; and the negleding it

May do much danger: Friar y^^i^^, go hence;

Get me an iron crow, and bring it Straight

Unto my cell.

F. J. Brother, PU go and bring it thee.

F. L. Now muft I to the monument alone;

Within these three hours will fair Juliet wake

;

She will befhrew me much, that Romeo

Hath had no notice of these accidents:

Eut I will write again to Mantua,

And keep her at my cell 'till Romeo come;
Poor living corfe, clos'd in a dead man's tomb.

SCENE III. J Church-yard',

in it, a Monument belonging to the Capulets.

Enter Paris ; a Page nx^ith him, hearing

Flowers, and a Torch,

P^R. Give me thytorch,boy:Hence,and (land aloof;—

Yet put it out> [gi^if^g it back.'] for I would not be feen.

[^Boy -puts out the Torch*

Under yon* yew-trees lay thee all along,

Holding thine ear clofe to the hollow ground;

So fhall no foot upon the church-yard tread,

(Being loofe, unfirm, with digging up of graves)

But thou lhalt hear it: vvhiftle then to me,
-As fignal that thou hear'ft fomething approach.

Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.

Pag, I am almoft afraid to ftand alone"
•* He;e in the church-yard; yet I will adventu<re."[ww<i

{ExiU

{

[Exit.
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Vak. Sweet flower, \gotng up to the Tmi.] with flow-

ers thy bridal bed E'f'ftrew:

O woe, thy canopy is duft and ftones!

Which with fweet water nightly 1 will dew;
Or, wanting that, with tears diftill'd by moans:

The obfcquies, that I for thee will keep

Nightly, ftiall be— to ftrew thy grave, and weep.

[Boy <whiflies
'^

The boy gives v/arning, fomething doth approach.

What ciirfed foot wanders this way to-night.

To crofs my obfequies, and true love's rites?

What, with a torch !_^muffie me, night, a while, [r^/rf/,

^/z/^T RoMEo; Balthazar luith him^

hearing a 'Torch y Mattock^ 8cc,

Rom, Give me that mattock, and the v/renching iron,

[lahs thenty and approaches the Tomb

9

Hold, take this^lecter; early in the morning
:See thou deliver it to my lord and father.

<jive me the light: Upon thy life I charge thee,

V/hate'er thou hear'ft or fee'il, iland all aloof.

And do not interrupt rne in my courfe*

W^hy I defcend into this bed of death

Is, partly, to behold my lady's face:

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger

A precious ring; a ring, that f muft use

In dear employment: therefore hence, be gone:"^
But if thoii jealous doR return to pry

In what I farther fliall intend to do.

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint.

And ftrew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs:

The time and my intents are fivage, wild;

More lierce, and more inexorable far.
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Than empty tigers, or the roaring Tea.

£^L, I will be gone, fir, and not trouble you.

RoM» So fhalt thou fliew me friendihip. Take thou'f?

that:

Live, and be profperous; and farewel, good fellow.

BuiL, " For all this fame, I'll hide me hereabout;**
*^ His looks 1 fear, and his intents I doubt." [retires.

Rom. Thou detellable maw, thou womb of death,

his Mattock in the Tomb,
Gorg'd with the dearell morfel of the earth.

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, [Tomb opens.

^nd, in defpite, I'll cram thee with more food.

Par, This is that banifh'd haughty Mountague,

That murder'd my love's cousin ;
— with which grief.

It is fupposed, the fair creature dy'd,

—

And here is come to do fome villanous (hame
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Mountague\

[^fra^js, and rnjhesfor^jard*

Can vengeance be purfu'd further than death?

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee:

Obey, and go with me; for thou mufi: die.

Rom. I muft, indeed; and therefore came J hither :

Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperate man.
Fly hence and leave me; think upon these gone.

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee, youth,

Put not another fm upon my head.

By urging me to fury; o, be gone:

Ey heaven, I love thee better than myfelf;

For I come hither arm'd agalnil myfelf:

t^tay not, be gone; live, and hereafter fay*^

A madman's mercy bid thee run away.
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Va?..\ do defy thy conjuration.

And apprehend thee for a felon here.

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at thee, boy.

\^dranxj5^ and they fight.

Pag, O lord! they fight: I will go call the watch.

S^Exit Page.

Par. O, I am flain ! \falls.'\ If thou be merciful.

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet, [dies.

Rom. In faith, I will: Let me peruse this face;
—

[hMs the Torch to it*

Mercutio*s kinsman, noble county Paris:—
What faid my man, when my betoffed foui

Did not attend him as we rode? I think,
,

He told me, Paris (liould have marry 'd Julietz

Said he not fo r or did I dream it f(i?

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet^

To think it was fo? O, give me thy hand,

One writ with me in four miffortune's book!
ni bury thee in a triumphant grave,

—

h grave? o, no; a lanthorn, llaughter^d youth.

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes
This vault a feafting presence full of light.

Death, lie thou there by a dead man interr'd.

\enters the Tofnb, carrying in the BoJy^

How oft when men are at the point of death

Have they been merry, which their keepers call

A lightning before death ? o, how may [

Call this a lightning? O, my love! my wife!

Death, that hath fuck'd the honey of thy breath.

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty:

Thou art not conquer'd; beauty's enfign yet

Is <:rim3on in thy lips, and in thy cheeks,

* coQimiration
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And death's pale flag 5s not advanced there.

Tybalt, ly'll thou there in thy bloody flieet?

what more favour can I do to thee.

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain
To funder his that was thine enemy?
Forgive me, cousin Ah, dear^«//>/.

Why art thou yet fo fair ? Shall 1 believe

That unfubftantial death is amorous;
And that the lean abhorred monRer keeps
Thee here in dark to be his paramour?
For fear of that, I will flill ftay with thee;

And never from this palace of dim night

Depart again : here, here will I remain

[ihroi^ving himfelf hy her.

With worms that are thy chamber-maids; o, here

Will 1 fet up my everlafling reft;

And fliake the yoke of inaufpicious flars

From this world-weary'd flelh. Eyes, look your lafl;

Arms, take your lafi: embrace; and lips, o you
The doors of breath, feal with a righteous kifs

A datelefs bargain to engroffing death.

Come, bitter conduct, come, unfavoury guide,

\pour5 it into u Cup,

Thou defperate pilot, now at once run on

The dafliing rocks my fea-fick weary bark!

Here's to my love! \_drifiks.'] O true apothecary!

Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kifs I die.

[kij/es her, and expires^

Enievy at Qther end the Tard^ Friar Lawrence,
<Tvitb a Ladthoniy Cro^cv, aiid Spade*

Fri. Saint Francis be my fpeed ! how oft to-night

Have my old feet ilumbi'd at graves?^ Who's there ?

thy
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BjL. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you
well.

Fri, Blifs be upon you! Tell me, good my friend.

What torch is yond', that vainly lends his light

To grubs and eyelefs fculls? as I discern.

It burneth in the Capulets* monument.
Bal, It doth fo, holy fir; and there's my mailer.

One that you love.

Fri. Who is it ?

Bal, Romeo,

Fri, How long hath he been there ?

Bai, Full half an hour.

Fri, Go with me to the vault.

Bal* I dare not, fir:

My mafter knows not, but I am gone hence;

And fearfully did menace me with death.

If I did Hay to look on his intents.

Fri, Stay then, I'll go alone; Fear comes upon me;
O, much I fear feme ill unlucky thing.

Bal, As I did deep under this yew-tree here,

I dreamt my mafter and another fought.

And that my mafter flew him.

Fri, Rojneo ? \lea^es him, and goes forivard*

Alack, alack I what blood is this, which ftains

The ftony entrance of this fepulcherr—
What mean these mafteriefs and gory fvvords

To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace:—
[^fnters the Monument,

Romeo! o, pale!— Who elfe? what. Paris too?

And fteep'd in blood? —Ah, what an unkind hour
Is guilty of this lamentable chance! —
The lady ftirs. [Juliet ^akes, afid looks about her.

6 Capdi
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Jul. O comfortable friar, where is my lord ?

I do remember well where I fhould be.

And there I am; Where is my Romeo F [A'oise ^ithh:^

Fri. I hear fome noise Lady, come from that neil

Of death, contagion, and unnatural fleep

;

A greater power than we can contradid:

Hath thwarted our intents; come, come away

:

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead;
And Paris too; come, I'll difpose of thee

Among a fifterhood of holy nuns:

Stay not to queiiion, for the watch is cominpr ; fger.

Come, go, good Juliety'—'\^Noise again.'] 1 dare Itay no lon-

[Exit, haj.ily,

Jul, Go, get thee hence, for I will not away

—

What's here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand?
Poison, I fee, hath been his timelefs end

O churl, drink all; and leave no friendly drop.

To help me after?— I will kifs thy lips;

Haply, fome poison yet doth hang on them.

To make me die with a rellorative.
[^'i^'^

Thy lips are warm.
I. JV. [<withi?j.'\ Lead, boy; Which way?

Jul, Yea, noise? then I'll be brief. O happy dagger!

^faking Romeo'J.

This is thy fheath ; [JIahs herjelf.'] there rull, and let me
die. [throwus herfelf upon her Lover ^ and expires^

Enter Watch, arid the Page.

Fag. This is the place; there, where the torch doth

burn. [yard;

I . W, The ground is bloody;Scarch about the church-

Gt), fome of you, whoe'er you find, attach.

[ExeuntJome of the If'atch.the leji enter the Tcmb.

no longer fiay
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Pitiful fight! here lies the county flain;
—

And Juliet bleeding; warm, and newly dead.

Who here hath lain these two days buried.

Go, tell the prince, run to the Capulefs,

Raise up Mountagues, fome others fearch:.-

[^Exeunt other Watch*
We fee the ground whereon these woes do lie;

But the true ground of all these piteous woes.

We cannot without circumftance defcry.

Enter fome of the Watch, njuith Balthazar.
2. W, Here's i^^7/«^'o's man,we found him in the church-

yard.

I . W, Hold him in fafety, 'till the prince come hither.

Enter Others^ woith Friar Lawrence.

3. W, Here is a friar, that trembles, fighs, and weepsf
We took this mattock and this fpade from him.

As he was coming from this church-yard fide,

I, W» A great fufpicion; Stay the friar too.

Enter Prince, and Attendants,

Pri, What mifadventure is fo early up,

That calls our perfon from our morning's reft ?

Enter Capulet, his Lady, and Others,

Cap, What fhould it be, that they fo (liriek abroad?

L- C. The people in the ftreet cry

—

Romeoy

^om^—'Juliet, and fome

—

Paris; and all run.

With open out-cry, toward our monument.
[Prince, and the ref, enter the Monument,

Pri, What fear is this, which Parties in our ears?

\^to the Waich^

I. W, Sovereign, here lies the zo^^x\Xy Pans flain

;

And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before.

Warm a,nd new kili'd.

l3 your
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Pri. Search, feek, and know how this foul murthcr

comes.

I . W. Here is a friar, and flaughter'd Romeo's man

;

With inftruments upon them, fit to open
These dead men's tombs. [bleeds!

Cap. O heaven !_0, wife, look how our daughter

This dagger hath mif-ta'cn, for, lo, his houfe

Is empty on the back ofMountague^

i^nd is mif-(heathed in my daughter's bosom.

L, C. O me! this fight of death is as a bell,

That warns my old age to a fepulcher.

Eflier Mount ague, ani^ Others.

Pri. Come, Mountague \ for thou art early up.

To fee thy fon and heir now early down.
Mou. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night;

Grief of my fon's exile hath ftopt her breath

:

What further woe confpires againft my age?

Pri. Look, and thou fiialt fee. [Jbo^vifig Romeo,
Mou, O thou untaught! what manners is in this.

To prcfs before thy father to a grave?

Pri. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while.

Incomesfrom the Monument.

^Till we can clear these ambiguities.

And know their fpring, their head, their true defcent;

And then will I be general of your woes.

And lead you even to death : mean time forbear,

And let niifchance be Have to patience.

Bring forth the parties of fufpicion.

[Balthazar, cjid the Friar ^ hroughf foyth.

FrL I am the greatcft, able to do leall,

'V'et moil fufpefted, as the time raid place

Doth make againfl me, of thi? direful murther;
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And here I Hand, both to impeach and purge

Myfelf condemned and myfelf excus'd.

Pri, Then fay at once what thou d oft know in this,

Fri, I will be brief, for my fliort date of breath

Is not fo long as is a tedious tale.

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet;

And Ihe, there dead, th^t Romeo^s faithful wife:

I marry'd them ; and their ftoln marriage-day

Was Tybalt^s dooms-day, whose untimely death

Banifti'd the new-made bridegroom from this city;

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd.

You"~to remove that fiege of grief frpin her

—

Betroth'd, and would have marry'd lier perforce.

To county Paris', Then comes fhe to me;
And, with wild looks, bid me devise fome means
To rid her from this fecond marriage.

Or, in my cell, there would flie kill herfelf.

Then gave I her, fo tutorM by my art,

A fleeping potion; which fo took efFedl

As I intended, for it wrought on her

The form of death : mean time I writ to Rome^y

That he Ihould hither come as this dire night.

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave.

Being the time the potion's force Ihould ceafe.

But he which bore my letter, friar John^

"Was ftay'd by accident; and yefternight

Returned my letter back: Then all alone.

At the prefixed hour of her waking.

Came 1 to take her from her kindred's vault;

Meaning to keep her clofely at my cell,

'Till I conveniently could fend to Romeo:

But, when I came, (fome minute ere the time
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Of her awaking) here untimely lay

The noble Paris^ and true Romeoy dead.

She wakes ; and 1 entreated her come forth^

And bear this work of heaven with patience:

But then a noise did fcare me from the tomb;
And fhe, too defperate, would not go with mCj
But (as it feems) did violence on herfelf.

All this I know; and to the marriage

Her nurfe is privy: And, if ought in this

Mifcarry'd by my fault, let my old life

Be facrific'd, fome hour before his time.

Unto the rigour of fevereft law.

Pri, We ftill have known thee for a holy man....

Where's Romeo' % man? what can he fay in this?

Bal, I brought my mafter news Juliet's death;

And then in poll he came from Mantua^

To this fame place, to this fame monument.
This"|"letter he early bid me give his father;

And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault,

Jf I departed not, and left him there.

Pri^ Give me the letter, I will look on it.

[Balthazar ginjes the Letter,

Where is the county's page, that raised the watch?
Sirrah, what made your mailer in this place?

Pag. He came with flowers toftrew his lady's grave;

And bid me ftand aloof, and fo I did

:

Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb;
And, by and by, my mailer drew on him;
And then I ran away to call the watch.

Pri. This letter doth make good the friar's words.

Their courfe of love, the tidings of her death :

And here he writes '"'that he did buy a poison

I
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Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal

Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.^

Where be these enemies, Capulet, Mountague?

See, what a fcourge is lay'd upon your hate.

That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love:

And I, for winking at your difcords too.

Have loft a brace of kinsmen; all are punifli'd.

Ca?» O, brother give me thy hand:
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more
Can I demand.
Mou^ But I can give thee more:

For I will raise her ftatue in pure gold

;

That, while Verona by that name is known,
There fhall no figure at fuch rate be fet.

As that of true and faithful y^^Z/V/.

Caf, As rich lhall Romeo by his lady lie;

Poor facrifices of our enmity.

Pri. A glooming peace this morning with it brings %

The fun, for forrow, will not Ihew his head:

Go hence, to have more talk of these fad things;

Some lhall be pardon'd, and fome punifhed:

For never was a ftory of more woe.

Than this Juliet and her Romeo, [Exeunt*
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HAMLET.

ACT I.

SCENE I. Elfinour. Platform of the Caftle.

Francisco upon his Poji-y Enter^ to him, Bernardo.

Bek, Who's there?

Tra. Nay, anfwer me; ftand, and unfold

Yourfelf.

Ber. Long live the king!
Fra . Bernardo ?

Ber. He.
Fra. You come moft carefally upon your hour.

Ber. 'Tis now ftrook twelve ;get thee tohed, Franci/co,

Fra, For this relief, much thanks: 'tis bitter cold,

And I am fick at heart.

Ber. Have you had quiet guard?
Fra, Not a mouie flirring.

Ber. Well, good night.

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,

The rivals of my watch, bid them make hade.

Enter Horatio, and Marcellus.

H2
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Fra. T think, I hear them :_Stand,ho! who is there?

HoR, Friends to this ground:

Mar. And lieo-emen to Hit Dane,o
Fra, Give you good night.

Mar. O, farewel, honefl foldier:

Who hath reliev'd you?
Fra. Bernardo hath my place:

Give you good night. \Exit Francisco.
Ma r. H ol a 1 Bernardo /

Ber. Say,

What, is Horatio there ?

HoR, A piece of him.

Ber. Wdcome, Horatio; welcome, good Marcellus.

HoR, What, has this thing appeared again to-night?

Ber, I have feen nothing.

Mar, Horatio fays, 'tis but our fantafy;

And will not let belief take hold of him,

Touching this dreaded light, twice feen of us:

Therefore I have intreated him along.

With us to watch the minutes of this night;

That, if again this apparition come,

He may approve our eyes, and fpeak to it.

HoR, Tufh, tuQi, 'twill not appear.

Ber. Sit down a while;

And let us once again afiail your ears.

That are fo fortify'd againfl: our ilory.

What we have two nights feen.

HoR, Well, fit we down.
And let us \\Q2iV Bernardo fpeak of this,

Ber, Lall night of all.

When yon' fame Ihr, that's weftward from the pole.

Had made his courfe t' illume that part of heaven
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Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myfelf.

The bell then beating one,

—

Enter Ghoft.

Mar. Peace, break thee oiF; look, where it comes a-

gain

!

Ber, Jn the fame figure, like the king that's dead.
Mar, Thou art a fcholar, fpeak to it, Horatio,

Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio.

HoR. Moft like : it harrows me with fear, and wonder.
Ber. It would be fpoke to.

Mar, Speak to it, Horatio,

HoR. What art thou, that usurp'Hthls time of night.

Together with that fair and warlike form
In which the majefty of bury'd Denmark
Did fometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee^ fpeak.

Mar, It is offended.

Ber, See, it italks away.
HoR, Stay; fpeak; I charge thee, fpeak. \ExitG\iO^.

Mar, 'Tis gone, and will not anfwer.

Ber, How x\o\v, Horatio? you tremble,and look pale:

Is not this fomething more than fantafy?

What think you on't?

HoR, Before my God, I might not this believe

Without the fenfible and true avouch
OF mine own eyes.

Mar, Is it not like the king?

HoR. As thou art to thyfelf

:

Such was the very armour he had on.

When he the ambitious Norway combated ;

So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle,

Jie fmote the fledded Polack on the ice.

'Xis Urange,

i8 fpeake, Tpeakc 3^ poUax
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Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump at this dead hour.

With martial ftalk hath he gone by our watch.

HoR . In what particular thought to work,! know i^ot;

But, in the grofs and fcope of mine opinion.

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftate.

Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me, he that knows,
"Why this fame ftridl and moft observant watch
So nightly toils the fubjedl of the land;

And why fuch daily caft of brazen cannon,

And foreign mart for implements of war;

Why fuch imprefs of ftiip -wrights, whose fore talk

Does not divide the funday from the week:
What might be toward, that this fvveaty hafte

Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day^
Who is't, that can inform me?
HoR. That can I;

At leall, the whifper goes fo. Our laft king.

Whose image even but now appear'd to us.

Was, as yon know, by Fortinbras of Norivayy

Thereto prick'd on by a moft emulate pride,

Dar'd to the combat ; in which, our valiant Hamlet

(For fo this fide of our known world efteem'd him)
Did flay this Fortinbras: who, by a feal'd compadl.
Well ratify'd by law, and heraldry.

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands.

Which he flood feiz'd of, to the conqueror;

Againft the which, a moiety competent
Was gaged by our king ; which had return

To the inheritance of Fortifibras^

Had he been vanquifher; as, by the fame comart.

And carriage of the article defign'd,

Jiis fell to Hamlet: Now, fir, young Fortinbras.
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Of unimproved mettle hot and full,

Hath in the fkirts of A^o/^t^u^, here and there,

Shark'd up a Hll: of lavvlefs resolutes.

For food and diet, to fome enterprize

That hath a llomack in't; which is no other,

(As it doth well appear unto our flate)

But to recover of us, by ftrong hand.

And terms compulfatory, those forefaid lands

So by his father loft: And this, [ take it.

Is the main motive of our preparations;

The fource of this our watch, and the chief head
Of this poft-hafte and romage in the land.

Ber. I think, it be no other, but even fo :

Well may it fort, that this portentous figure

Comes armed through our watch j fo like the king

That was, and is the queftion of these wars.

HoR, A mote it is, to trouble the mind's eye,

111 the moft high and palmy ftate o^Romey
A little ere the mightieft Julius fell.

The graves ftood tenantlefs, and the flieeted dead
Did fqueak and gibber in the Ro?nan ftreets;

Stars flione with trains of fire; dews of blood fell;

Disafters dim'd the fun; and the moift ftar.

Upon whose influence TV^/^/z^^^'s empire ilands.

Was fick almoft to dooms-day with eclipfe.

And even the like precurfe of fierce events,

—

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates,

And prologue to the omen coming on,

—

Have heaven and earth together dt-monftratcij

Unto our climatures and countrymen.
Re-enter Ghoft.

5i.U, foft; behold; lo, where it comes again!

\,NQte» Difaflers In the

H4
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ril crofs It, though It blaft me._ Stay, Illusion
|

If thou haft any found, or ufe of voice.

Speak to me:
If there be any good thing to be done,

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me.
Speak to me:
If thou art privy to thy country's fate,

Which, hapily, foreknowing may avoid,

0» fpeak:

Or if thou haft uphoarded in thy life

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth,

For which, they fay, you fpirits oft walk in death, [&/^
Speak of it; [Cock fro^j.]ftay,and fpeak Stop ix^Marce*

MjiR, Shall I ftrike at it with my partizan ?

HoR, Do, if it will not ftand.

Ber. 'Tis here.

HoR. 'Tis here.

Mar. 'Tis gone. [Exit Ghoft.

We do it wrong, being fo majeftical.

To offer it the Ihow of violence;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable.

And our vain blows malicious mockery.

Ber, It was about to fpeak, when the cock creWf

HoR, And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful fummons. I have heard,

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn,

poth with his lofty and Ihrill-founding throat

Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning.

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or air.

The extravagant and erring fpirit hies

To his confine : and of the iruth herein

"^his present object made probatior^.
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Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock*

Some fay, that ever 'gainft that feason comes
Wherein our faviour's birth is celebrated.

This bird of dawning fingeth all night long:

And then, they fay, no fpirit dares ftir abroad;

The nights are wholefome; then no planets ftrike.

No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm.

So hallow'd and fo gracious is the time,

HoR. So have I heard, and do in part believe it.

But, look, the morn, in ruffet mantle clad.

Walks o'er the dew of yon' high eaftward hill:

Break we our watch up; and, by my advice,

Let us impart what we have feen to-night

Unto young Hamlet \ for, upon my life.

This fpirit, dumb to us, will fpeak to him:
Do you confent we fhall acquaint him with It,

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty?

Mar, Let's do't, I pray; and 1 this morning know
Where we fliall find him moil convenient. [^Exeunt,

SCENE IL The fame. A Room of State in the fame.

Enter King, Queen, and E^amlet; njuith Polonius,
Lx\£RTES, Lords, SCQ. VoLTiMAND, and

Cornelius.
Kin, Though yet of Hamlet our dear brothcr^'s death

The memory be green; and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdon^

To be contracted in one brow of woe;
Yet fo far hath difcretion fought with nature.

That wo. with wiseil forrow think on him.

Together with remembrance of ourfclves.

Therefore our fometime filler, now our queen.
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The imperial jointrefs of this warlike ftate.

Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy,

—

With one aufpicious, and one dropping eye;

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage^

In equal fcale weighing delight and dole,

—

Taken to wife : nor have we herein bar'd

Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone
With this affair along: For all, our thanks.

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbrasr^

Holding a weak fupposal of our worth;

Or thinking, by our late dear brother*s death.

Our rtate to be difjoint and out of frame,

—

Co-leagued with this dream of his advantage.

He hath not faiPd to pefter us with mefiage.

Importing the furrender of those lands

Loll by his father, with all bands of law.

To our moil valiant brother. So much for him.

Ngw for ourfelf, and for this time of meeting.

Thus much the businefs is: We have here"]"vvrk

To Nor^vay^ uncle of young Foriinbrasy
—

Who, impotent and bed-rid, fcarcely hears

Of this his nephew's purpose,— to fupprefs

His further gait herein; in that the levies.

The lills, and full proportions, are all made
Out of his fubje(5l: and we here difpatch

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,

Far bearers of this greeting to old Noruuayi

C jiving to you no farther perfonal power
'Vo businefs with the king, more than the foope

Of these y dilated articles allow.

tarewel; and let your hafle commend your duty. [duty«

Cor, Fol, In that, and all things, v^ill we Qiow oyjr
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Kin. We doubt It nothing; heartily farewel.—

\^Exeunt VoLTiMAND, and Cornel-ius.

And now, Laertes, what's the news with you ?

You told us of fome fuit; What is't, Laertes?

You cannot fpeak of reason to the Dane,

And lose your voice: What would'ft thou beg, Laertes,

That lhall not be my oiFer, not thy afking?

The head is not more native to the heart.

The hand more inftrumental to the mouth.
Than to the throne of Denmark is thy father^

What would'ft thou have, Laertes?

Lae, My dread lord,

Your leave and favour to return to France:

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark^

To ftiow my duty in your coronation;

Yet now, 1 muft confefs, that duty done.

My thoughts and wifiies bend again toward France,

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon, [us?

Kin, Have you your father's leave? What fays Poloni^

Pol . He hath,my lord, wrung from me my flow leave

By labourfome petition; and, at laft,

Upon his will J feal'd my hard confent:

1 do befeech you, give him leave to go.

Kin. Take thy fair hour, Laertes', time be thine.

And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my fon,

—

Ham. A little more than kin, and lefs than kind.'*

Kin. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you?
Ham. Not fo, my lord, I am too much i' the fun.

^e. Good Hamlet, call thy nighted colour off.

And let thine eye look like a friend on Den?nark,

Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids

iQ is the throne of Denmarke to
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Seek for thy noble father In the dull:

Thou know'ft, 'tis common; all, that live, muft dle^^

PafTing through nature to eternity.

Ham, Ay, madam, it is common.
^e. If it be,'

Why feems it fo particular with thee?

Ham, Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not feems.

'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother.

Nor cuftomary fuits of folemn black.

Nor windy fufpiration of forc'd breath.

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye.

Nor the dejedled 'haviour of the visage,

Together with all forms, modes, fhapes of grief.

That can denote me truly: These, indeed, feem.

For they are adlions that a man might play:

But I have that v/ithin, which pafTes Ihovv;

These, but the trappings and the fuits of woe. [amlet^

Kin. 'Tis fweet and commendable in your nature, i/-

To give these mourning duties to your father:

But, you muft know, your father loft a father;

That father, loft, loft his; and the furviver bound,

)n filial obligation, for fome term

To do obfequious forrow : But to perfever

3n obftinate condolement, is a courfe

Of impious ftubbornnefs; 'tis unmanly grief:

Jt faows a will moft incorre£l to heaven;

A heart unfortify'd, or mind impatient;

An underftanding fimple and unfchoolM:

For what, we know, muft be, and is as common
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe.

Why fhould we, in our peeriHi opposition,

1 ake it to heart ? Fie! 'tis a fault to heaven^
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A fault againfl the dead, a fault to nature.

To reason moft abfurd; whose common theme
Is death of fathers; and who ftill hath cry*d.

From the firll corfe 'till he that dy'd to-day,

T^his inu/i be fo. We pray you, throw to earth

This unprevailing woe; and think of us

As of a father: for, let the world take note.

You are the moft immediate to our throne;

And, with no lefs nobility of love

Than that which deareft father bears his fon.

Do [ impart toward you. For your intent

In going back to fchool in Wittenberg^

It is moft retrograde to our desire

:

And, we befeech you, bend you to remain

Here, in the chear and comfort of our eye.

Our chiefeft courtier, cousin, and our fon.

^e. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet I

I pray thee, ftay with us, go not to Wittenberg.

• Ham, I fhall in all my beft obey you, madam.
Kin, Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply;

Be as ourfelf in Denmark. Madam, come;
This gentle and unforc'd accord ofHamlet

Sits fmiling to my heart: in grace whereof.

No jocond health, that Denmark drinks to-day.

But the great cannon to the clouds (hall tell;

And the king's rouze the heavens ftiall bruit again,

Refpeaking earthly thunder. Come, away.

[ Exeunt King, Queen, Lords , &c. Po l . andL a E.

Ham, O, that this too-too-folid flelh would melt.

Thaw, and resolve itfelf into a dew I

Or that the everlafting had not fix'd

His canon 'gainft felf-llaughter ! O God, o God

!
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How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitabid

Seem to me all the ufes of this world

!

Fie on't! ah, fie! 'tis an unweeded garden.

That grows to feed; things rank, and grofs In nature^

Possefs it meerly. That it (hould come to this

!

But two months dead;— nay, not fo much, not two:
So excellent a king; that was, to this,

Hyperion to a fatyr: fo loving to my mother.

That he might not let e'en the winds of heaven
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth

!

Muft I remember? why, fhe would hang on him.

As if encreafe of appetite had grown
By what it fed on: And yet, within a month,

—

Let me not think on't; Frailty, thy name is woman
A little month; or ere those fhoes were old.

With which fhe follow'd my poor father's body,

lAk^Niobe, all tears; why fhe, even (he,—

O heaven ! a beaft, that wants difcourfe of reason.

Would have mourned longer,—marry'd with my uncle,

My father's brother; but no more like my father,

Than I to Hercules: Within a month;
Ere yet the fait of mod unrighteous tears

Had left the flufhing in her gauled eyes.

She marry'd:—O moft wicked fpeed, to poll

With fuch dexterity to inceftuous Iheetsl

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good:

But break, my heart; for I mull hold my tongue.

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo.
HoR^ Hail to your lordfhip.

' Hu^M. I am glad to fee you well:

Horatio^— or I do forget myfelf.

HoFi* The fame, my lord, and your poor fervant even

9 not beteene the
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Ham. Sir, my good friend; Pll change that name with

And what make you from Wittenberg^ Horatio? [you.

Marcellus?

Mar. My good lord,

—

Ham. I am very glad to fee you; good even, fir.—

,

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?

HoR, A truant difposition, good my lord.

Ham. I would not hear your enemy fay fo;

Nor fhall you do my ear that violence.

To make it trufter of your own report

Againft yourfelf: I know, you are no truant.

But what is your aifair in Elfinour?

We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart.

Hor. My lord, I came to fee your father's funeral.

Ham, I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow ftudent;

I think, it was to fee my mother's wedding.

Hqr. Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon.

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio; the funeral bak'd meata
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables.

'Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven.

Or ever I had feen that day, Horatio!

My father,—-Methinks, I fee my father,

HoR, Where, my lord?

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio.

HoR. I faw him once, he was a goodly king.

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all,

I lhall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My lord, I think I faw him yefternight.

Ham. Saw! who?
Hor. My lord, the king your father.

Ham. The king my father!

Hor, Season your admiration for a while
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With an attent ear ; 'till I may deliver^

Upon the witnefs of these gentlemen.

This marvel to you.

Ham, For God's love, let me hear.

HoR, Two nights together had these gentlemen^

Marcellus and Bernardo^ on their watch,

In the dead wafte and middle of the night,

Been thus encountered. A figure like your father.

Armed at point, exadlly, cap-a-pe,

Appears before them, and, with folemn march.
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he walk'd,

By their opprefl and fear-furprized eyes.

Within his truncheon's length; whillt they, diftiU'd

Almoft to jelly with the adl of fear,

Stand dumb and fpeak not to him. This to me
In dreadful fecrefy impart they did;

And I with them, the third night, kept the watch:
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time.

Form of the thing, each word made true and good.

The apparition comes: J knew your father.

These hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was this.^

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watch

Ham, Did you not fpeak to it?

HoR. My lord, I did;

But anfwer made it none: yet once, methought.

It lifted up it's head, and did addrefs

Itfelf to motion, like as it v^ould fpeak:

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud;

And at the found it fhrunk in haile away.

And vanifh'd from our fight.

Ham, 'Tis very Urange.
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HoR, As r do live, my honoured lord, 'tis true;

And we did think it writ down in our duty,

To let you know of it.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, firs, but this troubles me.
Hold you the watch tj-night?

Mar, Ber. We do, my lord.

Ham, Arm'd, fay you?

Mar. Ber, ArmM, my lord.

Ham. From top to toe ?

Mar. Ber. My lord, from head to foot.

Ham. Then faw you not his face.

HoR. O, yes, my lord; he wore his beaver up.

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly?

HoR. A countenance more
In forrow than in anger.

Ham. Pale, or red?

HoR. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you ?

HoR. Moft conftantly.

Ham. I would, I had been there.

HoR. It would have much amaz'd you.

Ham, Very like.

Very like: Stay'd it long?
Hor. While one with moderate hafte

Might tell a hundred.

Mar. Ber. Longer, longer.

Hor. Not when 1 favv't.

Ham. His beard was grizPd? no?
Hor. It was, as I have feen it in his life,

A fable filver'd.

Ham. I will watch to-night;

Perchance, 'twill walk again,

Vol. X. I
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HoR, I war'nt, it will,

Hj4M, If it affume my noble father's perfony

ril fpeak to it, though hell itfelf Ihould gape^

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you ail.

If you have hitherto conceaPd this fight.

Let it be tenable in your filence ftill;

And whatfoever elfe (hall hap to-night.

Give it an underftanding, but no tongue;

I will requite your loves: So, fare you well:

Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve,

1*11 visit you.

Hon, Mar, Ber, Our duty to your honour.

HjiM. Your loves, as mine to you: Farewel.

My father's fpirit in arms! all is not well;

I doubt fome foul play : 'would, the night were come;
*Till then fit ftill, my foul : Foul deeds will rise.

Though all the earth overwhelm them, to men's eyes.

SCENE III. Thefame, A Room in Tolomus' Jfartmefit.

Enter Laertes, and Ophelia.
Lj^e. My neceffaries are embark'd; farewel :j

And, fiHer, as the winds give benefit.

And convoy is afliftant, do not fleep.

But let me hear from you.

Oph. Do ycu doubt that?

L^E, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour.

Hold it a falhion, and a toy in blood

;

A violet in the youth of primy nature,

Forward, not permanent, fweet, but not lafting,.

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute,

No more.
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Opk. No more but fo?

L^E. Think it no more:

tor nature, crefcent, does not grow alone

In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple waxes,

The inward fervice of the mind and foul

Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now;
And now no foil, nor cautel, doth befmirch

The virtue of his will: but, you muft fear,

His greatnefs weigh'd, his will is not his own:
For he himfelf is fubjeft to his birth:

He may not, as unvalu'd perfons do,

Carve for himfelf; for on his choice depends
The fanity and health of the whole (late

;

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib'd

Unto the voice and yielding of that body.

Whereof he is the head : Then if he fays, he loves you,
It fits your wisdom fo far to believe it.

As he in his particular ad and place

May give his faying deed ; which is no further.

Than the main voice ofDenmark goes withal.

Then weigh what lofs your honour may fuftain.

If with too credent ear you lift his fongs;

Or lose your heart; or your chaft treasure open
To his unmafter'd importunity:

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear fifter;

And keep you in the rear of your afFedlion,

Out of the fhot and danger of desire.

The charieft maid is prodigal enough.
If Ihe unmafk her beauty to the moon:
Virtue itfelf fcapes not calumnious ftrokes:

The canker galls the infants of the fpring.

Too oft before their buttons be difclos'd ;

»J fanftity
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And in the morn and liquid dew of youth
Contagious blaftments are moil imminent.
Be wary then: bell fafety lies in fear;

Youth to itfelf rebels, though none elfe near.

Ofh. I fnall the elFe6l of this good leffon keep.

As watchman to my heart: But, good my brother.

Do not, as fome ungracious pallors do.

Shew me the lleep and thorny way to heaven

;

Whilfl, like a puft and recklefs libertine,

Himfelf the primrose path of dalliance treads.

And recks not his own read.

Lj^e. O, fear me not.

I Hay too long; But here my father comes:.-.

Enter Polonius.
A double blei^ng is a double gT2Lce;[ktteeIi/!g Polonius,

Occasion fmiles upon a fecond leave.

FoL. Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for lhame;
The wind Hts in the ftioulder of your fail.

And you are flay'd for: There,~|~my bleffing with you;
And these few precepts in thy memory
Look thou chara6ler. Give thy thoughts no tongue.

Nor any unproportion'd thought his adl.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

The friends thou haft, and their adoption try'd.

Grapple them to thy foul with hooks of Ileal

;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

Of each new-hatch'd unfledged comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in,

Bear't that the opposed may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice:

Take each man*s cenfure, but reserve thy judgment,
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy,

*S hoop&s
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But not exprefT'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy:

For the apparel oft proclaims the man

;

And they in France^ of the beft rank and flation,

Are mofl feledl and generous, chief in that.

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be ;

For loan oft loses both itfelf and friend;

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.

This above all, •"•To thine own felf be true;

And it muft follow, as the night the day.

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man.
Parewel; my blelTing feason this in thee!

Lae. Mod humbly do I take my leave, my lord.

Pol. The time inverts you; go, your fervants tend.

Lae. Farewel, Ophelia \ and remember well

What I have faid to you.

Oph» 'Tis in my memory lock'd.

And you yourfelf lhall keep the key of it.

Lae. Farewel. \^Exit Laertes.
Pol, What is't, Ophelia^ he hath faid to you ? [let.

Ofu. So please you,fomething touching the lord

Pol. Marry, well bethought:

*Tis told me, he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you; and you yourfelf

Have of your audience been moll free and bounteous

:

If it be fo, (as fo ^tis put on me.
And that in way of caution) I muft tell you.

You do not underftand yourfelf fo clearly,

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour:
What is between you? give me up the truth.

Op/f, He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders

Of his afFedlion to me.
pQL^ AfFeftion? puh! you fpeak like a green girl»

4 Arc of a moft
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TJnfifted in fuch perilous circumflance.

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ?

Oph, I do not know, my lord, what I fl"iould think.

Pol. Marry, I will teach you : think yourfelfa baby;

That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay.

Which are not flerling. Tender yourfelf more dearly.

Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase.

Wringing it thus) you'll tender me a fool.

Oph, My lord, he hath importun'd me with love

In honourable faOriion.

Pol. Ay, fafhion you may call it; go to, go to. [lord,

Oph, And hath given countenance to his fpeech, my
With almoft all the holy vows of heaven.

Pol. Ay, fpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know,
When the blood burns, how prodigal the foul

Lends the tongue vows: These blazes, QzntU daughter,

Giving more light than heat,— extind in both^

Even in their promise, as it is a making,—
You mull not take for fire. From this time,

Ee fomething fcanter of your maiden presence;

Set your entreatments at a higher rate.

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlety

Believe fo much in him. That he is young;
And with a larger tether may he walk,

Than may be given you : In few, Ophelia,

Do not believe his vows: for they are brokers;

Not of that die which their inveltments lliovv,

But meer implorers of unholy fuits;

Breathing like fanftify'd and pious bawds.

The better to beguile. This is for all,~-

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth^

Have you fo flander any moment's leisure.

^ Wrong it *8 implorators -9 bonds
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As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet.

Look to't, I charge you^ come your ways.

Oph, I fhall

Obey, my lord. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. nefame. The Platform.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus.
Ham. The air bites fhrewdly; it is very cold.

HoR. It is a nipping and an eager air.

Ham. What hour now?
HoR, I think, it lacks of twelve.

Mar, No, it is ftrook. [feason,

HoR. Indeed ? I heard it not: it then draws near the

Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk.

\Flourifh of Trumpets^ &C. and Ordin*
ance going off^ heard within*

What does this mean, my lord? ['rouse.

Ham, The king doth wake to-night, and takes his

Keeps wafTel, and the fwaggering up-fpring reels;

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenijh down.
The kettle-drum, and trumpet, thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge, •

HoR, Is it a cuftom?
Ham, Ay, marry, is't:

But, to my mind, -"though I am native here.

And to the manner born,— it is a cuilom
More honoar'd in the breach, than the observance.
This heavy-headed revel eaft and weft

Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations

:

I'hey clepe us, drunkards, and with fwinifh phrase
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes

?rom our atchievemenjts, though perform'd at height,

14
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The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So oft it chances in particular men

;

That, for feme vicious mole of nature in them,~^

As in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty.

Since nature cannot choose his origin)

By the o'er-growth of fome complexion,

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason;

Or by fome habit, that too much o'er-leavens

The form of plauUve manners;— that these men,*^
Carrying, I fay, the ftamp of one defedl;

Being nature's livery, or fortune's flar,

—

Their virtues elfe (be they as pure as grace.

As infii.ite as man may undergo)

Shall in the general cenfure take corruption

From that particular fault: The dram of bafe

Dcth all the noble fubllance of worth out.

To his own fcandal.

Enter Ghoft.

Ho^. Look, my lord, it comes!

Ham. Angels and minifters of grace defend us!

Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn'd.

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blalls from hell.

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable.

Thou com'ft in fuch a queftionable (hape.

That I win fpeak to thee; I'll call thee, Hamlet^

King, father, royal Dane: O, anfvver me!
Let me not burft in ignorance! but tell.

Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearfed in death.

Have burft their cearments; why the fepulcher,

Wherein we faw thee quietly interr'd,

Hach op'd his ponderous and marble jaws.

To call thee up again; What may this mean,'~

^ their ore- His ver- i5 of eafc i6 of a dou^t
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That thou, dead corfe, again, in compleat Heel,

Revisit'R thus the glimpfes of the moon.
Making night hideous; and we fools of nature

So horridly to fhake our difposition,

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our fouls?

Say, why is this? whereforer what ftiould we do?
HoR, It beckons you to go away with it.

As if it fome impartment did desire

To you alone.

Mar. Look, with what courteous a^lion

It waves you to a more removed ground

:

But do not go with it.

HoR. No, by no means.

Ham, It will not fpeak; then I will follow it.

HoR, Do not, my lord.

Ham, Why, what fhould be the fear?

I do not fet my life at a pin's fee

:

And, for my foul, what can it do to that.

Being a thing immortal as itfelf?

It waves me forth again; I'll follow it.

HoK, What, if it tempt you toward the flood,my lord

Or to the dreadful fummit of the clifF,

That beetles o'er his bafe into the fea?

And there aflume fome other horrible form,'

Which might deprive your fovereignty of reason.

And draw you into madnefs-f* think of it

:

The very place puts toys of defperation,

Without more motive, into every brain.

That looks fo many fathoms to the fea.

And hears it roar beneath.

Ham, It waves me ftill

C/o on, I'll follow thee«
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Mj^r. You fliall not go, my lord.

H^M. Hold oiF your hands.

BoR, Be rul'd, you (hall not go.

Ham. My fate cries out.

And makes each petty artery in this body
Hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve

Still am I call'd?-^ unhand me, gentlemen;

By heaven, Til make a ghoft of him that lets me:
1 fay, away: Go on, I'll follow thee.

{Exeunt Ghoft, and Hamlet.
HoR. He waxes defperate with imagination.

Mar. Let's follow; 'tis not fit thus to obey him.

HoR. Have after: To what ifTue will this come?
Mar, Something is rotten in the Hate oiDenmark,

BoR. Heaven will dire^l it.

Mar, Nay, let's follow him. [Exeunt,

SCENE V. Thefame. Another Part of thefame.

Enter Ghoft, and Hamlet. [rther.

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me f fpeak,ril go no fu^

Gho. Mark me.
Ham, I will.

Gho, My hour is almoft come.
When I to fulph'rous and tormenting flames

Muft render up myfelf.

Ham, Alas, poor ghoft!

Gho. Pity me not, but lend thy ferioas hearing

To what I ftiall unfold.

Ham, Speak, I am bound to hear.

Gho. So art thou to revenge, when thou ftjalt heaf^

Ham, What?
Gho. I am thy father's fpirit;

6 As hardy
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DoomM for a certain term to walk the night;

And, for the day, confin'd to faft in fires,

'Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature.

Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid

To tell the fecrets of my prison-houfe,

I could a tale unfold, whose lighteft word
Would harrow up thy foul; freeze thy young blood;

Make thy two eyes, like liars, Hart from their fpheres;

Thy knotty and combined locks to part,

And each particular hair to Hand an end,

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine:

But this eternal blazon mult not be

To ears of fle(h and blood: Lift, lift, o lift!

If thou didft ever thy dear father love,

—

HjiM. O heaven

!

Gho, Revenge his foul and moft unnatural murthen
Ham, Murther?
Gho. Murther moft foul, as in the beft it is;

But this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural.

Ham, Hafte me to know't; that I, with wings as fvvift

As meditation, or the thoughts of love.

May fweep to my revenge.

Gho, I find thee apt;

And duller (hould'ft thou be than the fat weed
That rots itfelf in ease on Lethe wharf,

Would'ft thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlety hear:

'Tis given out, that, fleeping in my orchard,

A ferpent ftung me; fo the whole ear of Denmark
Is by a forged procefs of my death

Kankly abus'd: but know, thou noble youth,

The ierpent, that did fting thy father's life,

I^ow wears his crown.
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H^M, O my proplietkk foul! my uncle?

Gho, Ay, that inceftuous, that adulterate beaft,

Wiih witchcraft of his wit, with traiterous gifts,

(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power
So to feduce!) won to his (liameful lull

The will of my moft feeming-virtuous queen:

OyHamlety what a falling-off was there!

From me, whose love was of that dignity,

That it went hand in hand even with the vow
I made to her.in marriage; and to decline

Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor
To those of mine

!

But virtue, as it never will be mov*d.

Though lewdnefs court it in a (hape of heaven;

So luil, though to a radiant angel link'd.

Will fate itfelf in a celefliai bed,

And prey on garbage.

But, foft! methinks, I fcent the morning air;

Brief let me be: Sleeping within my orchard.

My cuilom always of the afternoon.

Upon my fecure hour thy uncle Hole,

With juice of curfed hebenon in a viol.

And in the porclies of mine ears did pour

The lepeious diftilment; whose effect

Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man,

That, fwift as quick- filver, it courfes through

The natural gates and allies of the body;

And, with a fudden vigour, it doth pollet

And curd, like eager droppings into milk.

The thin and vvholefome blood : fo did it mine;

And a moil inflant tetter bark'd about,

Moft laaar-like, with vile and 'oathfome cruft

3 wits,
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All my fmooth body.

""J hus was I, fleeping, by a brother's hand,

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once difpatch'd:

Cut off even in the blolToms of my fin,

Unhouserd, unanointed, unanneaFd;
No reckoning made, but fent to my account

With all my imperfedlions on my head:

O horrible! o horrible! mod horrible!

If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not;

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be

A couch for luxury and damned inceft.

But, howfocver thou purfu'ft this a6l,

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy foul contrive

Againft thy mother ought; leave her to heaven.

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge.

To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at once;

The glow-worm fhews the matin to be near,

And *gins to pale his unelFe^lual fire:

Adieu, adieu, adieu; remember me. \Exit Ghoft.

Ham. O all you hoft of heaven! o earth! What elfe?

And fhall I couple hell Hold, hold, my heart;

And you, my finews, grow not inftant old.

But bear me ftiffly up !-. Remember thee?

Ay, thou poor ghoft, while memory holds a feat

In this diftradled globe. Remember thee ?

Yea, from the table of my memory
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records.

All faws of books, all forms, all prefTures paft.

That youth and observation copy'd there;

And thy commandment all alone lliall live

Within the book and volume of my brain,

Unmixed with bafer matter: yes, by heaven.

5 difappointcd, hell, ^ fie, hold



O moll pernicious woman!
0 villain, villain, fmiling, damned villain!

My tables,—meet it is, 1 fet it down,
That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villain $

At leaft, Pm fure, it may be fo in Denmark:
So, uncle, there"]" you are; Now to my word;
It is,

Adieu^ adieu \ remember me. I have fworn't,

HoR. [fwithin.^ My lord, my lord,—

'

Mar. \fivithin.\ hord Hamki,—
HoR, [within.] Heaven fecure him!
Ham, So be it

!

Mar. \fwithin.'] Illo, ho, ho, my lord!

Ham. \^\\\o, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come.
Enter HoRATio, and Marcellus.

Mar. How is't, my noble lord?

HoR. What news, my lord?

I/^M. O, wonderful!

HoR, Good my lord, tell it.

Ham. No; you will reveal it.

HoR. Not I, my lord, by heaven.

Mar. Nor 1, my lord. [ink itr

—

Ham, How fay you then ; would heart ofman once th-

But you'll be fecret,

—

Hor. Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord.

Ham. There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all Denmark^

But he's an arrant knave. [grave,

Hor. There needs no ghoft, my lord, come from the

To tell us this.

Ham. Why, right; you are i' the right:

And fo, without more circumftance at all,

1 hold it lit, that we lhake hands, and part:
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You, as your buslnefs, and desire, ftiall point you;"-
For every man hath businefs, and desire.

Such as it is, -"and, for my own poor part.

Look you, 1 will go pray.

HoR» These are but wild and whirling words,my lord.

Ham, I'm forry, they ofFend you, heartily;

^Faith, heartily.

HoR. There's no offence, my lord.

Ham. Yes, by faint Patrick, but there is, Horatio^

And much offence too. Touching this vision here,"^

It is an lioneft ghoft, that let me tell you

:

For your desire to know what is between us,

O'er-mafter't as you may. And now, good friends.

As you are friends, fcholars, and foldiers.

Give me one poor requell.

HoR, What is't, my lord? we will.

Ham, Never make known what you have feen to-ni-

HoR. Mar, My lord, we will not.

Ham, Nay, but fwear't.

HoR In faith.

My lord, not I.

Mar, Nor I, my lord. In faith.

Ham, Upon my"^fword.
Mar. We have fworn, my lord, already.

Ham. Indeed, upon my fword, indeed.

Gho, [Beneath.] Swear. [penny ?^
Ham, Ha, ha, boy ! fay'fl thou fo ? art thou there, true-

Come on,— you hear this fellow in the cellaridge,

—

Confent to fwear.

HoR, Propose the oath, my lord.

Ham. Never to fpeak of this that you have feen.

Swear by my fword.

7 Yes faith
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Cho. \^hcn8ath.'\ Swear.

HjiM. Hie et uhique? then we'll Ihlft our ground:^
Come hither, gentlemen, and lay your hands

jAgain upon nrjy fvvord; Swear by my fword,

Never to fpeak of this that you have heard.

Ghti. \beneaih!\ Swear by his fword. [faftf

Ham. Well faid, old mole ! canft work i' the earth fb

A worthy pioneer! Once more remove, good friends.

HoR. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange!

Ham. And therefore as a llranger give it welcome.
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio^

Than are dreamt of in your philofophy.

But come;
Here, as before, never, fo help you mercy.

How ftrange or odd foe'er 1 bear myfelf,

—

As I, perchance, hereafter (hall think meet
To put an antick difposition on,

—

That you, at fuch time feeing me, never {liall

(With arms encumber'd"("thus; or this "j" head- fhake;

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful phrase.

As, IVell^ *well, ive knonjo',— or, We couldy an if
nve <wouUy— or, 1/ ive liji tofpeak \— or, Thert

be, an if they might'.

Or fuch ambiguous giving-out) denote

That you know ought of me: This do gou fwear.

So grace and mercy at your moll need help you!

Gho, \heneath.'\ Swear.

Mam. Reft, reft, perturbed fpirlt. So, gentlemen.

With all my love 1 do commend me to you

:

And what fo poor a man as Hamlet is

May do, to exprefs his love and friending to you,

God willing, ftiall not lack. Let us go in together;

*4 out, to note)
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And flill your fingers on your lips, I pray.

The time is out oF joint; O curfed fpight!

That ever I was born to fet it right!

Nay, come, let's go together.

ACT 11.

SCENE I. Thefame. A Room in Polonlus' Uoufe.

Enter Polonius, and Reynaldo.

Fql. Give him thls=f^ money, and these
=f=

notes, i?^-

naldo.

REr» I will, my lord.

Pol. You (hall do marvelous wisely^ good Reynaldo,

Before you visit him, to make inquiry

Of his behaviour.

Ret. My lord, I did intend it.

Pol. Marry, well faid ; very well faid. Look you, fir.

Inquire me firll whsLt Dantz^chrs are in Paris;

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep.
What company, at what expence; and finding,

By this encompaiTment and drift of queftion.

That they do know my fon, come you more nearer

Than your particular demands will touch it:

Tiike you, as 'twere; fome diftant knowledge of him.
As thus, 1 knouj his father^ and his friends^

And^ in part^ him,— Do you mark this, Reynald&f

Rey . Ay, very well, my lord.

Vol, And, in part, him \ hut, you may fay, not <well:

Piut, i/^t be he I mean, he's 'very nvild

;

AcidiSledJo andfo',— and there put on him
V/hat forgeries you please: marry, none fo rank

[Exeunt,
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As may dlOionour him; take heed cf that;

Bat, fir, fuch wanton, wild, and usual flips.

As are companions noted and moil known
To youth and liberty.

Ret, As gaming, my lord.

Pol, Ay, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, quarrelling,

Drabbing; you may go fo far.

REr. My lord, that would difhonour him.

Pol. 'Faith, no; as you may feason it in the charge.

You mull not put another fcandal on him.

That he is open to incontinency

;

That's not my meaning: but breath his faults & quaintly.

That they may feem the taints of liberty j

The flafh and out-break of a fiery mind;

A favagenefs in unreclaimed blood.

Of general affault.

REr, But, my good lord,

—

jPoi. Wherefore fhould you do this ?

Ret. Ay, my cooti lord,

I would know that.

Pol. Marry, fir, here's my drift;

And, 1 believe, it is a fetch of warrant:

You laying these flight fullies on my fon.

As 'twere a thing a little foil'd i' the working,

Mark you,Your party in converfe, him you would found.

Having ever feen, in the prenominate crimes,

The youth, you breath of, guilty, be affur'd,

He closes with you in this confequence;

GoodJit, or fo ; or, friend^ or, Gentleman^—
According to the phrase, or the addition.

Of man, and country.

R&Y^ Very good, my lord^
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Pol. And then, fir, does he thlsj—He dOes-"Whlt
was I

About to fay? I was about to fay

Something: Where did I leave?

Rsr, At, closes in the confequence.

FoL. At, closes in the confequence,—y^, marry;

He closes with you thus: / ^miv the gentleman';

J/a<TAj him yejlerday^ or /' other day.

Or then J or then\ 'with fuchy orJitch: and^ asyou fay^
^Ihere ^as he gaming -y there o'er -took in his ^rouse;

^'herefalling out at tennis: or, perchance,

IJaiv him enter fuch a hoiife offdUy
( Videlicety a brothel) orfoforth.

See you now

;

Your bait of falfehood takes this carp of truth:

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach,

With windlafTes, and with afTays of bias.

By indiredidns find directions out;

So, by my former lefture and advice.

Shin you my fon: You have me, have you not?

Rtr. My lord, I have.

Pol. God be wi^you; fare you well.

Rey, Good my lord,

—

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourfelf.

Rey. I fhall, my lord.

Pol. And let him ply his musick.
Rey. Well, my lord. Reynaldo.

Enter Op H EL I A, haftily.

Pot, Farewel How now, Ofhelia P "wh^t^s the mat-
ter?

Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been fo alFrighted!

Pol, With what, i' the name of heaven?
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Ofh. My lord, as I was fowing in my closet^.

"Lord Hamlety-'v/hh his doublet all unbrac'd;

No hat upon his head ; his fiockings fouTd,

Ungarter'd, and down-gyred to his ancle;

Pale as his fliirt; his knees knocking each other;

And with a look fo piteous in purport,

As if he had been loofed out of hell,

To fpeak of horrors,— he comes before me.
FoL. Mad for thy love?

Op a. My lord, I do not know;
Eut, truly, 1 do fear it.

Pol. Whatfaidhe?
Oph. He took me by the wrlfl, and held me hard ^

Then goes he to the length of all his arm;
And, with his other hand thus "{"o'er his brow.

He falls to fuch perusal of my face.

As he would draw it. Long time llay'd he fo:

At laft,— a little lhaking of mine arm.

And thrice his head thus "fr waving up and down,"^
He rais'd a figh fo piteous and profound,

As it did feem to fhatter all his bulk.

And end his being: That done, he lets me go:

And, with his head over his (houlder turn'd.

He feem'd to find his way without his eyes;

For out o' doors he went without their helps.

And, to the lall, bended their light on me.

FoL, Come, go with me; I will go feek the king.

This is the very extafy of love;

Whose violent property foredoes itfelf.

And leads the will to defperate undertakings.

As oft as any paflion under heaven.

That does affli(5l our natures, I am forry,—
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What have you given lilm any hard words of late ?

Oph, No, ray good lord; but, as you did command,
I did repel his letters, and deny'd

His aocefs to me.
Pol. That hath made him mad.

I am forry, that with better heed, and judgment,
I had not quoted him: I fearM, he did but trifle.

And meant to wrack thee; bat, befhrow my jealoufy!

Ey heaven, it is as proper to our age

To caft beyond ourfelves in our opinions,

As it is common for the younger fort

To lack difcretion. Come, go we to the king: [vc

This muft be known
; which, being kept clofe, might mo-

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love.

Come. [Exeunt^

SCENE II. The jame, A Room in the Cajik^

Enter King, Queen, and Attendants'y

ROSINCRANTZ, Gu I L D E N S T E R N.

Kin. Welcome, d^zx Rcsincrantx^ and Guildenftern!

Moreover that we much did long to fee you,

The need, we have to use you, did provoke

Our hally fending. Something have you heard

Hamlet ^ transformation; fo I call it,

Sith nor the exterior nor the inward rnaa

Resembles that it was: What it fliould be,

lyiore than his father's death, that thus hath put hint

So much from the underllanding of himfelf,

1 cannot dream of: I entreat you both.

That,— being of fo young days brought up with him;
And, fince, fo neighbour'd to his youth, and humour,"*
Ttat you vouchfafe your reft here in our court
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Some little time : fo by your companies

To draw him on to pleasures; and to gather.

So much as from occasion you may glean,

Whether ought, to us unknown, afflidls him thus.

That, open'd, lies within our remedy.
^e. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of youj;

And, fure I am, two men there are not living,

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you.

To fhew us fo much gentry, and good will.

As to expend your time with us a while.

For the fupply and profit of our hope.

Your visitation fhall receive fuch thanks

As fits a king's remembrance.
Ros. Both your majeflies

Might, by the fovereign power you have of us,

put your dread pleasures more into command
Than to entreaty.

Gui, But we both obey;

And here give up ourfelves, in the full bent,

To lay our fervice freely at your feet.

To be commanded.
Kin, Thanks, RosincratJiZy and gentle Quildtnjlern,

^e. Thanks, Guzldenjiern^ and gentle Rosincramz:

And I befeech you inftantly to visit

My too-much-changed fon—Go, feme of you,

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Gui. Heavens make our presence, and our piadices>

Pleasant, and helpful, to him

!

^e. Ay, amen!

l^Exeunt Ros. and Gui. Attendants uuit/j them.

Enter Poi ONius.

Fot^ The embafiadors U^m, Norway ^ my good Icrd^
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Are joyfully return'd.

Kin> Thou ftill haft been the father of good news.

Pol, Have 1, my lord ? Affure you, my good liege,

I hold my duty, as I hold my foul,

Both to my God and to my gracious king:

And I do think, (or elfe this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of policy fo fure

As it hath us'd to do) that I have found
The very cause of Hamlet*% lunacy.

Kin, O, fpeak of that; that do I long to hear.

FoL, Give firft admittance to the embafTadors;

My news fhall be the fruit to that great feaft.

Kin, Thyfelf do grace to them, and bring them in.

\^Exit POLONIUS.
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found

The head and fource of all your fon's diftemper.

^e, I doubt, it is no other but the main;

His father's death, and our o'er-hafty marriage.

Re-enter Polonius, nx}ith Voltimand,
and Cornelius.

Kin, Well, we (hall fift him. Welcome, my good
friends

!

Say, Voltimand, what from our brother AV-xy^ij;.^

Vol, Mofl: fair return of greetings, and desires.

Upon our firft, he fent out to fupprefs

His nephew's levies; which to him appeared

To be a preparation 'gainft the PoIack\

But, better look'd into, he truly found
It was againft your highnefs: Whereat griev'd,""*

That fo his ficknefs, age, and impotence.
Was falfely born in hand,— fends out arrells

On Fortinbras^ which he, in brief, obeys;
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Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine,

Makes vow before his uncle, never more
To give the aiTay of arms againfi your majelly.

Whereon old Nor<uoayy overcome with joy.

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee;

And his com million, to employ those foldiers.

So levy'd as before, againft the Polack:

With an entreaty, herein=f= further fhown.

That it might please you to give quiet pafs

Through your dominions for this enterprize;

On fuch regards of fafety, and allowance.

As therein are fet down.
Kin. It likes us well

;

And, at our more confider'd time, we'll read,

Aiifvver, and think upon this basinefs.

Mean time, we thank you for your v.'ell-took laboi

Go to your reft; at night we'll feaft together:

Moft welcome home! [Exeunt Vol.
Pol. This businefs is well ended.

My liege, and madam, to expoftuiate

What majefty fhould be, what duty is,

Why day is day, night night, and time is time.

Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time.

7'herefore,— fmce brevity is the foul of wit,

And tedioufnefs the limbs and outward flouri(hes,~

i will be brief: Your noble fon is mad ;

Mad call 1 it; for, to define true madnefs.

What is't, but to be nothing elfe but mad:
But let that go.

^.e. More matter, with lefs art.

FoL. Madam, 1 fwear, 1 use no art at all^

That be is mad, is true : 'tis true, 'tis pity <,

3^ mad 'tis true^
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And pity *tls, 'tis true : a foolifli figure ;

But farevvel it, for [ will use no art.

Mad let us grant him then : and now remains^

That we find out the cause of this elFe6l;

Or, rather fay, the cause of this defedt;

For this effeft, defedive, comes by cause:

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus.

Perpend.

I have a daughter ; have, while fhe is mine;
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark.

Hath given me~t~this: Now gather, and furmise.

1^0 the celeJiiaU ^nd, wy fouVs fait idolj

The moft beatify d Ophelia,

—

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase; t??at beatify d
Is a vile phrase: But you fhall hear; —

^hese in her excellent <vuhiie bosoniy these,

^e. Came this from Hamlet to her?

Pol, Good madam, flay a while; I will be faithful.-^

Doubt thou, the ftars are fire ;

Doubt ^ that thefun doth mo^e'.

Doubt truth to be a Her ;

But ne^er doubt, I lo've,

O dear Ophelia, I a?n ill at these numbers^ Iha<ve not art

to reckon my groans : but that I lo^ue thee heft, o moft bejl^

belieue it. Adieu, Thine enjermore, moft dear lady^

njohilft this machine is to him

Hamlet.

This, in obedience, hath my daughter fhown me:
And, more above, hath his follicitings,

As they fell out by time, by means, and place.

All given to mine ear.

Ktn, But how hath (he

13 & 14 heautified
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Received his- love?

Pol, What do you think of me?
Kin. As of a man faithful and honourable. [Ink,

Pox. T would fain prove fc. But what might you th-

When I had feen this hot love on the wing,
(As I perceiv'd it, I mi^jft tell you that.

Before my daughter told me) what might you.

Or my dear majefty your queen here, think,

If I had pli^y'd the delk, or teble-book;

Or given my heari a working, mute and dumb;
Or look'd upon this love with idle fight.

What might you think? no, I went round to work,

And my young miftrefs thus I did befpeak;

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy fphere\

This muji not he: and then I prgfcripts gave her.

That (he fhould lock herfelf from his resort.

Admit no meffengers, receive no tokens.

Which done, fhe took the fruits of my advice:

And he, repulfed, (a ihort tale to make)
Fell into a fadnefs; then into a faft;

Thence to a v/atching ; thence into a weaknefs;

Thence to a lightnefs; and, by this declenfion.

Into the madnefs wherein now he raves,

And all we wail for.

Kin. Do you think, 'tis this?

^e. It may be, very likely.

FoL. Hath there been fuch a time, (I'd fain kno^
that)

That I have positively faid, ^Tis fc^

When it prov'd otherwise?

Kin, Not that f know.
Poi. TakeTthis from

"I"
this, if ihis otherwise;
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Jf circumftances lead me, I will find

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed

Within the center.

Kin, How may we try it further?

Pol. You know, fometimes he walks for hours to-

gether

Here in the lobby.

^e. So he does, indeed.

FoL. At fuch a time I'll loofe my daughter to him:

Be you and I behind an arras then;

Mark the encounter: if he love her not.

And be not from his reason fall'n thereon,

J^et me be no afTiftant for a ftate.

But keep a farm, and carters.

Kin. We will try it.

Enter Hamlet, ^ith a Book in his Hand.

^e. But, look, where fadly the poor wretch comes
reading.

Pol, Away, I do befeech you, both away;

I'll board him presently: O, give me leave

—

[Exeunt King, Queen, an^/ Train.

How does my good lord Hamlet

F

Ham, Well, god-'a-mercy.

Pol. Do you know me, my lord?

Ham, Excellent well;

You are a fiOimongei*.

Pol, Not I, my lord.

Ham, Then I would you were fo honell a man.
Pol, Honeft, my lordr

Ham. Ay, fir; to be honefl, as this world goes, is to

))C one man pick'd out of ten thousand.

Pol, That*s very true, my lord.

5 walkes foure houres
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HjiM. For if the fun breed maggots In a dead dog,
being a God kifling carrion,"^ Have you a daughter?

Pol, I have, my lord.

HjiM, Let her not walk i' the fun: conception is a
bkiling; but not as your daughter may conceive : friend,

look to 't.

Pol. How fay you by that? Hill harping on my"
" daughter: Yet he knew me not at firft; he faid, 1*'

was a fifhmonger: He is far gone, far gone: and,"
*' truly, in my youth 1 fuffer'd much extremity for*'

love; very near this. I'll fpeak to him again." What
do you read, my lord?

Ham. Words, words, words.

Pol, What is the matter, my lord?

Ham. Between who?
Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord.

Ham. Slanders, fir: for the fatyrical rogue fays here,

that old men have grey beards; that their faces are

wrinkrd ; their eyes purging thick amber, and plum-
tree gum; and that they have a plentiful lack of wit, to-

gether with mofl weak hams: All which, fir, though I

jnoft powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold it not

honelly to have it thus fet down ; for yourfelf, fir, Oiall

grow old as I am, if like a crab you could go back-

ward.

Pol, Though this be madnefs, yet there is me-"
thod in't." Will you walk out of the air, my lord ?

Ham, Jnto my grave?

Pol, Indeed, that is out of the air— How preg-"

nant, fometimes, his replies are! a happinefs that of-"

ten madnefs hits on, which reason and faulty could'"

" not fo profperoully be deliver'd of. I will ieave him;'*

* a good
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cind faddenly contrive the means ofmeeting between'*

him and my daughter." My lord, I will take my
leave of you.

Ham, You cannot, fir, take from me any thing that I

will more willingly part withal; except my life, except

my life, except my life.

Pol, Fare you well, my lord.

Ham. These tedious old fools!

Enter Rosincrantz, ^aWGu i ldenstern.
Pol, You go to feek the lord Hamlet-^ there he is,

Ros, God fave you, fir! \^Exit Polonius.
Gui, My honoured lord,

—

Ro3. My mod dear lord,

—

Ham, My excellent good friends! How doft thoo,

Guildenfiern? Ah, Rosincrantz! Good lads, how do yeu
both?

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth.

Gui. Happy, in that we are not over-happy j

On fortune's cap we are not the very button.

Ham, Nor the foals of her fhoe ?

Ros, Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her wade, or in the mid-

die of her favours?

Gui, 'Faith, her privates we.

Ham, In the fecret parts of fortune? o, moll true; fhe

is a Itrumpet. What news ?

Ros, None, my lord ; but that the world's grown
honeft.

Ham. Then is dooms-day near: But your news is not

true. Let me queftion more in particular: What have

you, my good friends, deserved at the hands of fortune,

that ftie fends you to prison hither?
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Gui, Prison, my lord!

Ham. Denmark^ ^ a prison.

Ros, Then is the world one.

Ham. a goodly one; in which there are many con-
fines, wards, and dungeons; Denmark being one of the

worft.

Ros, We think not fo, my lord.

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you ; for there is no-
thing either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to

me it is a prison.

Ro^. Why, then your atnbition makes it one ; 'tis too

narrow for your mind.

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nut-fhell, and
count myfelf a king of infiaite fpace; were it not that [

have bad dreams.

Gui. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition : for the

very fubftance of the ambitious is meerly the lhadow of
a dream*

Ham, a dream itfelf is but a Ibadow.

Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of fo airy and light

a quality, that it is but a (hadow's fliadow.

Ham, Then are our beggars, bodies; and our mon-
archs, and out-ftrctch'd heroes, the beggars' fhadows

:

Shall we to the court f for, by my fey, I cannot reason,

Ros. Gui. We'll wait upon you.

Ham. No fuch matter: 1 will not fort you with the

reft of my fervants ; for, to fpeak to you like an honeft

man, I am moll dreadfully attended. But, in the beaten

way of friendfhip, what make you at Eljlnour?

Ros. To visit you, my lord; no other occasion.

Ham. Beggar that I am; 1 am even poor in thanks:

fcut 1 thank you; and, fure, dear friends, my thanks art
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too dear at a halfpenny. Were you not fent for? Is it

your own inclining? Is it a free visitation.^ Come, deal

juftly with me: come, come; nay, fpeak.

Gui, What fliould we fay, my lord?

Ham, Any thing; but to the purpose. You were fent

for; and there is a kind of confeflion in your looks,

which your modefties have not craft enough to colour:

I know, the good king and queen have fent for you.

Ros, To what end, my lord ?

Ham. That you muft teach me. But let me conjure

you, by the rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonancy

of our youth, by the obligation of our ever-preserved

love, and by what more dear a better proposer could

charge you withal, be even and dired with me, whether
you were fent for, or no?

Ros, What fay you? [to Gui.
Ham. Nay, then 1 have an eye of you;_if you love

me, hold not off.

Gui. My lord, we were fent for.

Ham. I will tell you why; fo fhall my anticipation

prevent your difcovery, and your fecrecy to the king and
queen moult no feather. I have of late, (but, wherefore,

1 know not) loll: all my mirth, foregone all cuftom of exr

crcises: and, indeed, it goes fo heavily with my difpa-

sition, that this goodly frame, the earth, feems to me a
tteril promontory; this mod excellent canopy, the air,

look you, this brave o*er-hanging firmament, this ma-
jeftical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no
•other thing to me, than a foul and peililent congrega-

tion of vapours. What a piece of work is a man ! How
noble in reason! how infinite in faculties! in form, and
moving, how expreis and admirable ! in adion, how like
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an angel! in apprehenfion, how like a god! the beauty

of the world, the paragon of animals! And yet, to me,
what is this quintefTence of duftr man delights not me,
nor woman neither j though, by your fmiling, you feem
to fay fo.

Ros. My lord, there was no fuch Huff in mythought?.
H^M, Why did you laugh then, when 1 {^id,Ma/2 de-

lights not me?
Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man,

what lenten entertainment the players fliall receive from
you: we 'cofted them on the way; and hither are they

coming, to offer you fervice.

Ham. Fie, that plays the king, fhall be welcome; his

majefty lhallhave tribute of me: the advent'rous knight

fhall use his foyl, and target: the lover ihall not figh

gratis; the humorous man fhall end his part in peace:

the clown lhall make those laugh, whose lungs are

tickrd o' the fere; and the lady fhall fay her mind free-

ly, or the blank verfe fhall halt for't. What players are

they ?

Ros, Even those you were wont to take delight in>

the tragedians of the city.

Bam. How chances it, they travel? their residence,

both in reputation and profit, was better both ways.

Ro5, I think, their inhibition comes by the means

of the late innovation.

Ham. Do they hold the fame eflimation, they did

when I was in the city? Are they fo followed?

Ros. No, indeed, are they not.

Ham. How comes it? Do they grow rully?

Ros, Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace':

But there is, fir, an aiery of children, little eyafes, that

I* we coted
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cry out on ihe top of the queftion, and are mofl tyran-

nically clap'd for't: these are now the falhion; and fo

berattle the common ftages, (fo they call them) that ma-
ny, wearing rapiers, are afraid of goofe-quills, and dare

fcarce come thither.

Ham, What, are they children? Who maintains them?
how are they efcoted ? Will they purfue the quality no
longer than they can fing ? will they not fay afterwards,

if they fhould grow thenifelves to common players, (as

it is like, moll, if their means are not better) their wri-

ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their

own fucceffion ?

Ros. 'Faith, there has been mych to do on both fides;

and the nation holds it no fin, to tarre them to contro-

verfy : There was, for a while, no money bid for argu-

ment, unlefs the poet and the player went to cuffs in

the queftion.

Ham, Is't poffible?

Gui, O, there has been much throwing about of
brains.

Ham, Do the boys carry it away?
Ron. Ay, that they do, my lord; Herculesy and his

load too.

Ham. ft is not very fl range: for my uncle is king of

Denmark'^ and those, that would make mouths at him
while my father liv'd, give twenty, forty, fifty, a hun-
dred ducats a-piece, for his pidure in little. 'Sblood,

there is fomething in this more than natural, if philo-

fophy could find it out. [Flourijh of Trumpets ivithiiu

Gui. There are the players.

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Eljlnour. Your
hands, come ; I'he appurtenance of welcoir.e is faihioa

Vol. X. L
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and ceremony: let me comply with you in the garb; left

my extent to the players, which, 1 tell you, muft (hew
fairly outwavu, fliould more appear like entertainment

'

than yours. You are welcome: but my uncle- father, and
aunt-mother, are deceived.

Gui» In what, my dear lord?

Ham. I am but mad north-north-weft: when the wind
is foutherly, I know a hawk from a hern (haw.

Enter Polonius.
Pol, Well be with you, gentlemen!

Ham, Hark yo\i,Guilden/Iern\ and you too;_,at each
ear a hearer: That great baby, you fee there, is not yet

out of his fwadling clouts.

^-05^. Hapily, he is the {econd time come to them:
for, they fay, an old man is twice a child.

Ham, I will prophefy : he comes to tell me of the

players; mark it: You fay right, fir: o' monday morn-
ing; 'twas then, indeed.

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you.

Ham, My lord, I have news to tell you. When Rofciut

was an a6tor in Romey—
Pol, The a£lors are come hither, my lord.

Ham, Buz, buz I

Pol, Upon my honour.

Ham, The?i ca?ne each a3or on his afs;

Pol, The beft adlors in the world, either for trage-

dy, comedy, hiftory, paftoral, paftoral-comical, hiftori-

cal-paftoraly fcene undividable, or poem unlimited. Se^

neca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light : For the

law of writ, and the liberty, these are the only men.
Ham,0 Jephtha, yw^c' o/' Israel,— what a treasure

bad It thou!
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Pol, What a treasure had he, my lord?

HuiM. Why,— Onefair daughter, and no more^

7'he ^'hich he hued pajjlng <weil,

Pol, Still on my daughter.'*

Ham. Ami not i' the right, old Jephtha?

Pol . If you call me Jephtha, my lord, I have a daugh-

ter, that I love paffing well.

Ham, Nay, that follows not.

Pol. What follows then, my lord?

tiAM, Why, as By lot, wo/,—and then, you know,
// ca?ne to pafs, As moft like it ^as^—The firft row of thfe

pont-chanfo7i5 will ftiow you more; for, look, where my
abridgement comes.

Enter certain Players, ujherd.

You are welcome, mailers; welcome, all:_r am glad

to fee thee well: welcome, good friends—O, old friend !

Why, thy face is valanc'd fmce I faw thee lail; Com'ft

thou to beard me in Den?narkP What, my young lady

and miflrefs ! By-*r-lady, your ladilhip is nearer to hea-

ven, than when I faw you laft, by the altitude of a cho-

pine. Pray God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent

gold, be not crack'd within the ring_Mailers, you are

all welcome. We'll e'en to't like French falconers, fly at

any thing we fee: We'll have a fpeech ftraight: come,
give us a tafte of your quality; come, a paffionate fpeech.

I. P, What fpeech, my good lord:

HyiM. 1 heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once,— but It

was never aCted; or, if it was, not above once: for the

play, I remember, pleas'd not the million; 'twas caviare

to the general : but it was (as I receiv'd it, and others,

whose judgments, in fuch matters, cried in the top of

mine) an excellent play ; well digeded in the fcenes, fet

L2
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down with as much modelly as cunning. I rememBeiV
one faid, there were no falts in the lines, to make the

matter favoury ; nor no matter in the phrase, that might
indite the author of afFe6lion : but calPd it, an honeft

method; as wholefome as fweet, and by very much more
handfome than fine. One fpeech in it I chiefly lov'd :

'twas talk to Dido-, and thereabout of it efpeci-

ally, where he fpeaks oi Priam's flaughter: If it live in

your memory, begin at this line; Let me fee, let me fee;

^he rugged Vynhns^ like the Hyrcanian beajl^"^

'tis not fo; it begins with Fyrrhus:

The rugged Pyrrhus,

—

he^ nvhosefahle armsy

Black as his purpose, did the night resemble

When he lay couched in the ominous horfe,
—

Hath noiv this dread and black complexion/mear^d

With heraldry more dismali head to foot

No^u is he total gules ; horridly trick'

d

With blood offathers y mothers, daughters, fons ;

Bak^d and impafed <voith the parching freetSy

That lend a tyrannous and a da?nned hght

To their lords'* murther : Roajled in ^rath, andfre.
And thus d'er f'zed <wiih coagulate gore.

With eyes like carbuncles^ the hellifi? Pyrrhus

Old grandfire Priam feehs:^^o, pioceed you.

Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well fpoken ^ with good
accent, and good difcretion.

I . P. A720n hefinds him.

Striking too foort at Greeks; his antiquef^vordy

Rebellious to his arm, lies <ivhere itfails.

Repugnant to comtnand : Unequal matched,

Pyrrhus at Priam dri'ves', in rage^firikes nxjide:^-

But "juith the 'vjhiff and <wind of hisfellf^ord-

2 no failets in
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The unncrnjsdfather falls, 7hen fenfehfs Ilium,

Seeming to feel this blouu, nvith flamitig top

Stoops to his hafe\ and njoith a hideous crajh

^akes prisoner VyxxXwx^'' ear : for^ loy his fvoordy

Which ivas declining on the milky head

Q^f reverend Fricivn y fee^nd ^ the air to Jlick:

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhusfood;
And, like a neutral to his uuill and matter^

Did nothing.

But, as ive often fee, againffomeform,
Afilence in the heavens, the rackfandflilU
The bold vuiiids fpeechlefs, and the orb beloiv

As huflj as death : anon, the dreadful thunder

Doth rend the region: So, after Pyrrhus'

A roused vengeance fets him nevj cC vuork:

And never did the Cyclops' hammersfail
On MarsV armour, forg dfor proof eterne.

With lefs remorfe than Pyrrhus' bleedingfvoord

Nowfalls on Priam

Out, out, thoufrumpst, fortune! Allyou gods.

In generalfynod, take avjay her povjer ;

Break all the fpokes andfelliesfrom her vohcel.

And boTvl the round nave dovin the hill of heaven^

As lovj as to thefends!

Pol. This is too long.

Ham, It fhall to the barber's, with your beard—Pr'y-

ihee, fay on ;~He'3 for a jig, or a tale of bawdry, or he

fleeps:— fay on; come to Hecuba,

I. P. But vjho, a avoe! hadfeen the ennobVd queeny

Ham, The ennobl'd queen!

Pol. That's good; ennobrd queen is good.

I , P, Run barefoot up and doviUy threatening thefames.
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With hijfon rheum\ a clout upon that head

JVhere late the diadem jiood ; and^ for a rohe^

About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins

A blanket^ in the alarm of fear caught up;

JfVho this hadfeen, <-uoith tongue in <venom Jleep^d^

^Gainffortune'^sfate nvoidd treason ha've pronounced 3

But if the gods themjelues didfee her then.

When ffe Janx) Pyrrhus wake maliciousfport

In mincing woith his fjjord her husband''s limbs ;

*Ihe infant hurf of clamour that fie maae,

(Unlejs things mortal mo^je them not at all)

Would ha<ve made milch the burning eyes of hea'^enf

And pafioT^ed the gods,

Pol, lopkjwhe'r he lias not turn'd his colour, and
has tears in's eyes Pr'ythee, no more.

Ham, 'Tis well; I'li have thee fpeak out the reft of

this foon. Good my lord, will you fee the players well

bellow'd? Do you hear, let them be well used; for they

are the abfl:rad, and brief" chronicles, of the time : After

your death you were better have a bad epitaph, than

their ill report while you live.

Pol, My lordj I will use them according to their

desert.

Ham. God's-bodikin, man, much better: Use every

man after his desert, and who (hall 'fcape whipping ?

Use them after your own honour and dignity: the lefs

they deserve, the more merit is in your bounty. Take
them in.

Pol, Come, firs.

Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play to-mor-

row. _«Doft thou hear me, old friend; can you play the

mprther of GonzagoP

»3 paflion in th^
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•I . P. Ay, my lord.

Hjm. We*li ha't to-morrow night. You could, for a

need, ftudy a fpeech of fome dozen lines, or fixtecn

lines, which 1 would fet down, and infert in't? could

you not?

i, P. Ay, my lord.

Hj^m. Very well. Follow that lord; and look you mock
him not. [Exeunt Polonius, Players.] My good
friends, I'll leave you 'till night; you are welcome to

Eljinour,

Ros, Good, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and Gv in

Ham, Ay, fo, God be wi'you:—Now I am alone.

O, what a rogue and peasant flave am T!

Is it not monftrous, that this player here^

But in a fidlion, in a dream of paffion,

Could force his foul fo to his own conceit,

That, from her working, all his visage wan'd;
Tears in his eyes, diftra6lion in his afpe6l,

A broken voice, and his whole fun6lion fuiting

With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing!

For Hecuba !

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba

j

That he Ihould weep for her ? What would he do.

Had he the motive and the cue for paflion,

That I have ? He would drown the ftage with tears.

And cleave the general ear with horrid fpeech

;

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free.

Confound the ignorant ; and amaze, indeed.

The very faculties of eyes and ears.

Yet T,

A dull and muddy-mettPd rafcal, peak.

Like Jali^'a-cireamsy unpregnant of my cause,

hi
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And can fay nothing; no, not for a kin^.

Upon whose property, and mofl dear life,

A damn'd defeat was made. Am l a coward?
Who calls me villain? breaks my pate acrofs?

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face?

Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i' the throat^^

As deep as to the lungs? Who does me this?

Ha! Why, I fhould take it : for it cannot be,

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall

To make oppreffion bitter; or, ere this,

1 Ihould have fatted all the region kites

With this flave's offal: Bloody, bawdy villain!

Remorfelefs, treacherous, lecherous, kindlefs villain!

Why, what an afs am I? This is moii brave;

That I, the fon of a dear father murther'd>

Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell.

Mull, like a whore, unpack my heart with words.

And fall a curfing, like a very drab,

A fcullion

!

Fie upon't ! foh ! About, my brains. Hum ! I have heard

»

That guilty creatures, fitting at a play.

Have by the very cunning of the fcene

Been llrook fo to the foul, that presently

They have proclaimed their malefadions:

For murther, though it have no tongue, will fpeak

With moft miraculous organ. I'll have these players

Play fomething like the murther of my father.

Before mine uncle: I'll observe his looks;

I'll tent him to the quick; if he do blench,

I know my courfe. The fpirit, that I have feen^

May be a devil: and the devil hath power

To afilime a pleasing fliape; yea, and, pexhaps..
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Cut of my weaknefs, and my melancholy,

(As he is very potent with fuch fpirits)

Abuses me to damn me: Til have grounds

More relative than this; The phiy's the thins:,

Wherein I'll catch the confcience of the king. [Exu,

Acr III.

SCENE I. The fame. Another Roojn in the fame.

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia;
ROSINCRANTZ, and GuiLDENSTERN.

Kin, And can you by no dril^'t of conference

Get from him, why he puts on this confusion;

Grating fo harlhly all his days of quiet

With turbulent and dangerous lunacy?

Ros. He docs confefs, he feels himfelf dillraded ;

But from v/hat cause he will by no means fpeak.

Gui, Nor do we. find him forward to be founded;

But, with a crafty madnefs, keeps aloof.

When we would bring him on to fomc confcffioa

Of his true ftate.

^e. Did he receive yoia well?

Ros . Moft like a gentleman.

Gui. But with much forcing of his difposition.

Ros, Niggard of queftion; but, of our demands,
Moft free in his reply.

^e. Did you afTay him
To any paftime?

Ros, Madam, it fo fell out, that certain players

We o'er-raught on the way: of these we told him;
And there did feem in him a kind of joy
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To hear of it: They are about the court;

And, as 1 think, they have already order

This night to play before him.
Pol. Tis moft true:

Attd he befeech'd me to entreat your majeftles.

To hear and fee the matter.

Kin. With all my heart;

And it doth much content me, to hear him fo IncHijM.^
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge.

And drive his purpose on to these delights.

Ros, We liiall, my lord. {Exeunt i<os. and Gvip
Kin, Sweet Gertrude, leave us too

:

For we have clofely fent {or Hamlet hither;

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here

Affront Ophelia: Her father, and myfelf.

Will fo bellow ourfelves, that, ieeing, unfeen.

We may of their encounter frankly judge;

And gather by him, as he is behav'd,

Jf*t 'be the alBidlion of his love, or no,

That thus he fuffers for.

!^e. I fhall obey you :

And, for my part, Ophelia^ I do wifh,

That your good beauties be the happy cause

Of Ha?nlet's vvildnefs; fo lhall I hope, your virtues

Will bring him to his wonted way again,

To both your honours.

Oph, Madam, I wifh it may. {Exit QneeB.

PoL» Opheiiay walk you here :— Gracious, fo please

you,

We will beftow ourfelves: read on this=[=book;

That fhow of fuch an exercise may colour

Your lonelinefs.^We are oft to blame in this,-^
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*Tis too much provM,-"tliat, with devotion's visage.

And pious adlion, we do fugar o'er

The devil himfelf.

Kt/i, O, 'tis too true! how fmart*'

A lafli that fpeeeh doth give my confcience!"

The harlot's cheek, beauty'd with plaR'ring art,'*

*' Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it,"

Than is my deed to my moft painted word:'*

O heavy burthen'."

FoL, i hear him coming; let's withdraw, my lord.

[Exeunt King, a?i.'^ Polonius*
E/iier Hamlet.

Hjm. To be, or, not to be, that is the queftion:

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to fufFer

The flings and arrows of outragious fortune;

Or to take arms againfi: a fea of troubles,

And, by opposing, end them. To die; to fleep;

No more ? and, by a fleep, to fay we end

The heart-ach, and the thousand natural fliocks

That flefli is heir to,— 'tis a confummation.

Devoutly to be wifli'd. To die; to fleep;-'

To fleep! perchance, to dream; Ay, there's the rub;

For in that fleep of death what dreams may come,
When we have fliuffl'd off this mortal coil,

Muft give us pause : There's the refpedl,

That makes calamity of fo long life:

For who would bear the whips and fcorns of time,

The oppreflbr's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
The pangs of defpis'd love, the law's delay.

The infolence of office, and the fpurns

Xhat patient merit of the unv/orthy takes,

When he himfelf might his quietus make
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With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear.

To groan and fweat under a weary life;

But that the dread of fomething after death

~

The undifcover'd country, from whose bourn
No traveller returns— puzzles the will;

And makes us rather bear those ills we have.

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus confcience does make cowards of us all

:

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is fickly'd o'er with the pale call of thought;

And enterprizes of great pith and moment.
With this regard, their currents turn away.

And lose the name of aftion. Soft you now;
The fair Ophelia: Nymph, in thy orisons

Be all my fins remember'd.
Op//. Good my lord,

How docs your honour for this many a day?
Ham. \ humbly thank you; well.

Op//. My lord, I have remembrinces of yours.

That I have longed long to redeliver;

I pray you now, receive "j" them.

Ham, No, not I;

I never gave you ought.

Opr. My honour'd lord, you know right well, you

did;

And, with them, words of fo fweet breath compos'd

As made the things more rich: their perfume loll.

Take these again; for to the noble mind
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind.
Inhere,

~f"
my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honellf

Qi*u, My lord?
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Ham. Are you fair?

Oph, What means your lordfliip?

Ham, That, if you be honefl, and fair, your honefly

fliould admit no difcourfe to your beauty.

OpH, Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce
than with honefly?

Ham, Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will fooner

tranfform lionefty from what it is to a bawd, than the

force of honefly can tranilate beauty into it's likenefs

:

this was fome time a paradox, but now the time gives

it proof I did love you once.

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe fo.

Ham, Yow fhould not have believ'd me: for virtue

cannot fo inoculate our old flock, but we lhall relilh of
it: I lov'd you not.

Oph, I was the more deceived.

Ham> Get thee to a nunnery ; Why vvould'fl thou be
a breeder of fmners? I am myfelf indifferent honell; but

yet I could accuse me of fuch things, that it were bet-

ter, my mother had not born me: 1 am very proud, re-

vengeful, ambitious; with more offences at my beck,

than 1 have thoughts to put them in, imagination to

give them fhape, or time to a6l them in: What fhould

fuch fellows as I do crawling between earth and hea-

ven ? We are arrant knaves, all; believe none of us: Go
thy ways to a nunnery. W^here's your father?

Oph, At home, my lord.

Ham. Let the doors be fhut upon him ; that he may
play the fool no where but in*s own houfe. Farevvel.

Oph. O, help him, you fweet heavens!

Ham. If thou dofl marry, I'll give thee this plague

for thy dowry; Be thou as chafl as ice, as pure as fnow.

9 iato h;s likenes
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thou fhalt not efcape calumny. Get thee to a nnn-
rery : farevvel. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a

fool; for wise men know well enough, what monfters

you make of them. To a nunnery, go -, and quickly too:

Farevvel.

Oph, Heavenly powers, rcftore him!
jF/^m. 1 have heard ofyour paintings too well enough;

God hath given you one face, and you make yourfelves

another: you jig, you amble, and yeu lifp, and nick-

name God*s creatures, and make your wantonnefs your
ignorance: Go to, Til no more on't; it hath made me
mad. I fay, we Vv'ill have no more marriages: those that

are marry'd already, all but one, fhall live; the reft fhall

keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit Hamlet.
Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown

!

The courtier's, foldier's, fcholar's, eye, tongue, fvvord

;

The expe£lancy and rose of the fair ftate.

The glafs of fafliion, and the mold of form,

The observed of all observers, quite, quite down

!

And I, of ladies moft dejedl and wretched.

That fuck'd the honey of his musick vows,

Now fee that noble and moil fovereign reason.

Like fvveet bells jangl'd, out of tune and harfh;

That unmatched form and feature of blown youth,

Blafled with extafy: O, woe is me,

To have feen what I have feen, fee what I fee

!

Re-enier King, ^WPoLONius,
Kin. Love! his affedlions do not that way tend;

Nor what he fpake, though it lack'd form a little.

Was not like madnefs. There's fomething in his foul.

O'er which his melancholy fits on brood;

And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the difclose^
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Will be fome danger: Which for to prevent,

J have, in quick determination,

Thus fet it down; He fhall with fpeed to E/^glanJn

For the denfiand of our negledled tribute:

Haply, the Teas, and countries different.

With variable objeds, fhall expel

This fomething fettPd matter in his heart;

Whereon his brains ilill beating, puts him thus

From fafhion of himfelf. What think you on'tr

Pol, It fhall do well: But yet do I believe.

The origin and commencement of his grief

Sprung from negledled love. --How now, Ophzlia?

You need not tell us, what lord Hamlet faid

;

We heard it all._ My lord, do as you please;

But, if you hold it fit, after the play.

Let his queen mother all alone intreat him
To fliow his grief; let her be round with him;
And I'll be plac'd, fo please you, in the ear

Of all their conference; If fhe find him not.

To England fend him ; or confine him, where
Your wisdom beft fhall think.

Kin. It fhall be fo :

Madnefs in great ones muft not unvvatch'd go. \ 2xeunti

SCENE n. The fame. A Hall in the fame,

fitted asfor a Flay. Enter Hamlet^ andfome cf the

Players.

Ham. Speak the fpeech, I pray you, as I pronounced

it to you, trippingly on the tongue: but if you mouth
it, as many of our players do, I had as Ueve the town-

cryer fpoke my lines. Nor do not faw the air too much
With your hand, thus ; but use all gently : for in the very
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torrent, tenipefl-, and, as I may fay, v/lilrlvvind of your

paiTion, you mull: acquire and beget a temperance, that

may give it fmoothnefs. O, it offends me to the foul, to

hear a robuftious periwig-pated fellow tear a paffion to

tatters, to very rags, to fplit the ears of the groundlings;

who, for the molt part, are capable of nothing, but in-

explicable dumb l]io\vs,and noise; I would, have fuch a

fellow whip'd for o'er-doing Termagant \ it out-herods

Herod: Pray you, avoid it.

1 . P. I warrant your honour.

Bam, Be not too tame neither, but let your own dif-

cretion be your tutor: fute the adion to the word, the

word to the a6lion; with this fpecial observance, that

you o'er-ilep not the modefty of nature: For any thing

fo o'er-done is from the purpose of playing. Whose end,

both at the firll, and now, vyas, and is, to hold, as 'twere,

the mirrour up to nature ; to fliew virtue her feature,

fcorn her own image, and the very age and body of the

time his form and prefTurc: Nov/ this, over-done, or

come tardy olF, though it makes the unfkillful laugh,

cannot but make the judicious grieve; the cenfure of

which one mull, in your allov^ance, o'er-weigh a whole

theatre of others. O, there be players, that I have feen

play,—and heard others praise, and that highly,— not

to fpcak it prophanely, that, neither having the accent

of chriflians, nor the gait of chriltian, pagan, nor man,
have fo ilrutted, and bellovv'd, that I have thought,

fome of nature's journeymen had made men, and not

made them well, they imitated humanity fo abomi-

nably.

i.F. 1 hope, we have reformed that indifferently

with us.
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fh^^, O, reform it 2.1together. And let those, that play

your clowns, fpeak no more than is fct down for them:

For there be of them, that will themfelves laugh, to fet

on foifie quantity of barren fpedators to laugh too;

though, in the mean time, forae neceffary queftion of
the play be then to be confider'd: that''s villanous; and
fhews a moft pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it.

Go make you ready [Exeunt Players,

Efiter PoLONius, Rosincrantz, and
Guildenftern.

How now, my lord? will the king hear this piece of
work ?

Pol, And the queen too, and that presently.

Ham, Bid the players make hafte._« [Exi^ Pol.
Will you two help to haften them ?

Ro5, Ay, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and Gul.

Ham. What, ho; Horatio!

Enter HoRATio,
HoR. Here, fweet lord, at your fervice.

HjiM. Horatio, thou art e'en as jud a man
As e'er my converfation cop'd withal.

HoR. O, my dear- lord,

—

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter:

For what advancement may I hope from thee;

That no revenue haft, but thy good fpirits, [ter'd?

To feed, and cloath thee? Why fhould the poor be flat-

No, let the candy'd tongue lick ablurd pomp;
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee,

Where thrift may follow fawning. Doft thou hear.^

Since my dear foul was miilrefs of her choice,

And could of men diitinguifh, her ele6^ion

iriath feal'd thee for herfdf: for thou hall been

Vol. X. M
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As one, in fulFenng all, that fufFers nothing j

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards

Haft ta'en with equal thanks: and bleft are those.

Whose blood and judgment are fo well comlngrd^
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger

To found what ftop Ihe please: Give me that man
That is not pafTion's flave, and I will wear him
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart.

As I do thee. Something too much of this.

There is a play to-night before the king;

One fcene of it comes near the circumftance.

Which I have told thee, of my father's death*

I pr'ythee, when thou fee'ft that a6l a-foot.

Even with the very comment of thy foul

Observe my uncle: if his occult guilt

Do not itfelf unkennel in one fpeech.

It is a damned ghoft that we have feen

;

And my imaginations are as foul

As Fulcan'*s ftithy : Give him heedful note:

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face;

And, after, we will both our judgments join.

In cenfure of his feeming.

HoR. Well, my lord:

If he ileal ought, the whilft this play is playing.

And fcape deteding, I will pay the theft.

Hj^m. They are coming to the play; I muft be idle:

Get you a place.

Danifh March, A Flourijh.

J?«/^r King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia;
RosiNCRANTz, Guildenftcm, andOthers^ attetidant^

Guard, carrying Torches, preceding*

Kin. How fares cur cousin Hamlet?

15 occulted guilt
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A/. Excellent, i' faith ; of the camellon's difli: I

eat the air, promise-cram'd: You cannot feed capons
fo.

Kin, I have nothing with this anfwer, Ham/ef ; these

^ords are not mine. [f^J^ to their Seats.

Ham, No, nor mine now, my lord .You play'd once
r the univerfity, you fay ?

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a good
aftor.

Ham, And what did you ena6l?

Pol, I did ex\2i^ Julius desar: I was kill'd i'the ca*

pitol ; Brutus kilPd me.

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill fo capital a

calf there—Be the players ready i

Ros. Ay, my lord; they ftay upon your patience.

^e. Come hither, my dear Hamlet ^ fit by me.

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more attradlive.

[/eating him/elf at Ophelia'/ Feet,

Pol. O ho! do you mark that?'* [^to the King.

Ham. Lady, fhall 1 lie in your lap ?

Oph, No, my lord.

Ham. I mean, my head in your lap?

Oph, Ay, my lord.

Ham, Do you think, I meant country matters?

Oph, I think nothing, my lord.

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between maids' legs*

Oph, What is, my lord?

Ham. Nothing.
Oph, You are merry, my lord.

Ham, Who, I?

Oph, Ay, my lord.

Ham, O God, your only jig-maker. What fliould a

M2
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ir.an do, but be merry? for, look you, how clieerfull/

3Tiy mother looks, and my father dy'd within 's two
hours.

Oph, Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham, So long? Nay, then let the devil wear black,

for I'll have a fute of fables, O heavens ! die two months
ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there's hope, a great

man's memory may out-live his life half a year: But,

by-r-lady,he mufi build churches then: or elfe lhall he
fulFer not thinking on, with the hobby- horfe ; whose epi-

taph is, For^ G: fir, o, the hobby-horfe isfirgot.

Musick. Dumb Show.
Enter a Kingy and a ^een, <very lovingly ; the ^een

embracing him, and he her:Jhe kneels, and makes Jhenv of
protejiation unto him ; he takes her up, and declines his

head upon her neck : lays him do^n upon a bank offloiv^

ers ; Jhe, feeing him afeep, leagues him. Anon, comes in an-

other man ; tahxs off his crouon, kijjes it, pours poison in the

Jleepers ears, and leases him. "The ^een returns', finds

the King dead, and makes paffionate a^iion. The poisoner^

nvith Jome three or four mutes, comes in again ; feems to

condole n/jith her ; the dead body is carry d anjuay, The poi-

soner njijoes the ^een uuith gifts ; JheJeems har/h a njjhiley

hut, in the end, accepts Ic'-ve, [Exeunt.

Oph, What means this, my lord ?

Bj^M, Marry, this is rnxxvizhlngMalicho', it means mif-

chief.

Oph. Belike, this fliow imports the argument of the

P-ay.
^ Enter Prologue.

Hjm. We (hall know by this fellow: the players can-

not keep counfel; they'll tell all.
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Opif., Will he tell us what this Hiow meant ?

H^M. Ay, or any Ihovv that you'll fhow him: Be not

you afhara'd to (how, he'll not (hame to teil you what

it means.

Oph. You are naught, you are naught; Til mark the

play.

Pro, For us, andfor our tragedy

y

* Here /looping to your clemency

* TVe begyour hearing patiently,

H4M, Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring?

Op//. 'Tis brief, my lord.

Ham. As woman's love.

Enter a Duke, and a Dutchcfs.
* Duk, Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart gone round
* Neptune\ fait waQi, and Tellus^ orbed ground;
* And thirty dozen moons, with borrow'd (heen,

* About the world have times twelve thirties been;
* Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands,
* Unite co-mutual in moft facred bands.
* Dut* So many journics may the fun and moon
* Make us again count o'er, ere love be done!
* But, v/oe is me, you are fo fick of late,

* So far from cheer, and from your former (late,

* That r diftrud you. Yet, though I diftruft,

* Difcomfort you, my lord, it nothing mull:
* For women's fear and love hold quantity

;

* In neither ought, or in extremity:
* Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know;
*. And as my love is fiz'd, my fear is fo.

* Where love is great, the liitril: doubts are fear;

* Where little fears grow great, great love grows there.

* Duk, 'Faith, I mull leave thee, love, and fhortly too

;

M 3
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* My operant powers their fun6lions leave to dot
* And thou fhalt live in this fair world behind,
* Honour'd, belov'd; and, haply, one as kind
* For husband fhalt thou

—

* Dut. O, confound the reft

!

* Such love muft needs be treason In my bread:
* In fecond husband let me be accurft

!

* None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firfl.

HuiM. That's wormwood."
* Duf. The inftances, that fecond marriage move.
Are bafe refpeds of thrift, but none of love:

* A fecond time I kill my husband dead,
* When fecond husband kilTes me in bed.
* Duk, I do believe, you think what now you fpeak:
* But, what we do determine, oft we break.
* Purpose is but the flave to memory;
* Of violent birth, but poor validity:

* Which now, like fruit unripe, flicks on the tree;

* But fall, unfhaken, when they mellow be,

* Mofl necefTary 'tis, that we forget

* To pay ourfelves what to ourfelves is debt:
* What to ourfelves in pafTion v/e propose,
* The paflion ending, doth the purpose lose.

* The violence of either grief or joy

Their own enadures with themfelves defiroy:

* Where joy mofl revels, grief doth moft lament;
* Griefjoys, joy grieves, on flender accident.
•'^ This world is not for aye; nor 'tis not flrange,

* That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change;

For 'tis a queftion left us yet to prove,
* Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love.

The great man down, you mark, his favourite fliesi

/
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* The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies.
* And hitherto doth love on fortune tend:

For who not needs, (hall never lack a friend;

* And who in want a hollow friend doth try,

* Diredly feasons him his enemy.
* But, orderly to end where I begun,

—

* Our wills, and fates, do fo contrary run,
* That our devices flill are overthrown;
* Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own;
* So think thou wilt no fecond husband wed;
* But die thy thoughts, when thy firft lord is dead.
* Dut, Nor, earth, o, give me food; nor, heaven, light!

* Sport, and repose, lock from me, day, and nightl
* To defperation turn my truft and hope!

An anchor's cheer in prison be my fcope!
* Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy,
* Meet what 1 would have well, and it deflroy

!

* Both here, and hence, purfue me lading Itrife,

* If, once a widow, ever I be wife

!

H^M, If Ihe Ihould break it now,— [to Oph,
* Duk. 'Tis deeply fworn. Sweet, leave me here

while;
* My fpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile
* The tedious day with fleep. [^/jj him do^uon,

* Dut, Sleep rock thy brain ;

* And never come mifchance betwixt us twain

!

{Exit Dutchefs. Duke^^iT/x.

Ham, Madam, how like yOu this play?

The lady protefts too much, methinks.
Ham, O, but ihe'll keep her word.

Kin. Have you heard the argument? is there no of-

fence in't I

>i Earth to give >5 And Anchors

M4.
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Ham. No, no, they do but jeft, poison in jell ; no of-

fence i' the world.

Kin. What do you call the play ?

Ham, The moufe-trap: Marry, how? Tropically.

This play is the image of a murther done in Vie^ina:

Gon%ago is the duke's name; his wife, Baptifia: you fhall

fee anon ; 'tis a knavifh piece of work : But what of that?

your majefly, and we that have free fouls, it touches us

not: Let the gall'd jade winch, our withers are un-

wrung
* Enler Nephew, nvith a VlaL
This is or\e Lucia-nus^ nephew to the duke.

Op if. You are as good as a chorus, my lord.

Ham. I could interpret between you and your love^^

if X could fee the puppets dallying.

Ofh, You are keen, my lord, you are keen.

Ham, Jt would coit you a groaning, to take off my
edge.

Oph, Still better, and worfe.

Ham. So you mif-take husbands— Begin, murthercr;

leave thy damnable faces, and begin: Come, The croa-

icing raven doth bellow for revenge.
* Nep» 7 houghts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time

agreeing;

.

* Confederate feason, elfe no creature feeing;

* Thou rnixture"j"rank, of midnight weeds collecled,

* 'Wnh Hecafs ban thrice biased, thrice infeded,
* Thy natural magick, and dire property,
^' On vvholefonie life usurps immediately.

\
pouring it in the Sleeper's Ear.

Ham, He poisons him i the garden for his eftate ; his

n?vme's GonxagoiVii^ ftory is extant, and written in very

12, the King
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choice Italian:Yo\x (hall fee anon, now ^^i^rtherer

gets the love of Gonzago^ wife.

Oph, The king rises.

i/^M. What, frighted with falfe fire

!

^e. How fares my lord?

FoL. Give o'er the play.

Kin, Give me fome light: away.

FoL. Lights, lights, lights!

[Exeunt All but Hamlet, and Horatio*

Ham, Why, let the ftrooken deer go weep.

The heart ungalled play:

For fome muft watch, while fome mufi: fleep;

So runs the world away

—

Would not this, fir, and a foreil of feathers, (if the reft

of my fortunes turn Turk with me) with two Pro^encial

roses on my ray'd fhoes, get me a fellowfliip in a cry of
players, fir?

HoR. Half a fhare.

Ham, a whole one, L
For thou doft know, o Damon dear.

This realm difmantl'd was
Of '^o^e himfelf; and now reigns here

A very, very— peacock.

HoR. You might have rhim*d.

Ham, O good Horatio^ V\\ take the gholl's word for

a thousand pound. Did ft perceive?

HoR. Very well, my lord.

Ham, Upon the talk of the poisoning,—
HoR, I did very well note him.

Enter Rosincrantz, and Guildenstern.
Ham, Ha, ha! Come, fome musickj come, the re-

corders.

raz'd ^3 paiock
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For if the king like rot the comedy,
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy._.

Come, fome musick.

Gui. Good ray lord, vouchfafe me a word with you.

Ham. Sir, a whole hiflory.

Gui. The king, fir,—

Ham. Ay, fir, what of him ?

Gui, Is, in his retirement, marvelous diftemper'd.

, Ham, With drink, fir ?

Gui, No, my lord, with choler.

Ham. Your wisdom fhould fhew itfelf more richer, to

fignify this to the dodlor; for, for me to put him to

his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge him into more
choler.

GuK Good my lord, put your difcourfe into fome
frame, and Hart not fo vvildly from my affair.

Ham. I am tame, fir; pronounce.

Gui. The queen, your mother, in moft great afllic-

tion of fpirit, hath fent me to you :

Ham. You are welcome. [^ith great Ceremony*

Gui. Nay, good my lord, this courtefy is not of the

right breed. If it fhall please you to make me a whole-

fome anfwer, I will do your mother's commandment: if

not, your pardon, and my return, fhall be the end of

jDusinefs.

Ham, Sir, I cannot.

Ros. What, my lord?

Ham. Make you a wholefome anfwer; my wit's dis-

eas'd : But, fir, fucli anfwer as i can make, you Hiall

command; or, rather, as you fay, my mother: there-

fore no more, but to the matter; My mother, you fay,"~ <

Ros, Then thus (lie fays; Your behaviour hath ftrook
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her into amazement and admiration.

Hu4M. O wonderful Ton, that can foTtOnifh a mothcr!__

But is there no fequel at the heels of this mother's ad-

miration ? impart.

Ros, She desires to fpeak with you in her closet, ere

you go to bed.

H^M, We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our mother.

Have you any further trade with us ?

Ros. My lord, you once did love me.

Ham. And do ftill, by these pickers and flealers,

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of diftemp-

er? you do, furely, bar the door upon your own liberty,

if you deny your griefs to your friend.

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement.

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice of
the king himfe'.f for your fuccelTion in Denmark

P

Enter the Players^ njoith Recorders.

Ham, Ay, fir; but. While the grafs groivs,— the prov- .

erb is fomething mufty O, the recorders: let me fee

=}=one ** To withdraw with you:'* Why do you go
about to recover the wind of me, as if you would drive

me into a toil ?

Gui. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love

is too unmannerly.

Ham. \ do not well underhand that. Will you p!ay

upon this
"I"

pipe?

Gui. My lord, I cannot.

Ham. \ pray you.

Gui. Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I befeech you.

Gui. \ know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham.'^Tis as easy as lying: govern these ventages
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with your fingers and the umber, give It breath with

your mouth, and it will difcourfe mofl eloquent musick:
Look you, these are the flops.

Gui. But these cannot 1 command to any utterance

of harmony ; I have not the Ikill.

HuiM. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing

you make of mer You would play upon me; you would
feem to know my flops; you would pluck out the heart

of my myftery; you wouid found me, from my loweil

note to the top of my compafs: and there is much mu-
sick, excellent voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot you
make it fpeak, 'S blood, do you think, I am easier to

be play'd on than a pipe ? Call me what inftrument you
will, though you can fret me, you cannot play upon

Enter Polonius.
me God bleft you, fir!

Pol, My lord, the queen would fpeak with you, and
presently.

Ham. Do you fee yonder cloud, that's almoft in fhape

of a weazel r

Pol, By the mafs, and 'tis like a weazel, indeed.

Hjim, Methinks, it is like a camel.

Pol, ft is back'd like a camel.

Ham. Or like a whale.

Pol, Very like a whale.

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by

—

They fool me [to Hor.] to the top of my bent. 1 will

come by and by.

Pol, I will fiy fo. {Exit Polonius.
Ham, By and by is easily faid. Leave me, friends,

[ F.xciu-t Ro5 . and G u i . Horatio, and the Players^

4*^ V. NoU.
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*Tls now the very witching time of night;

When church-yards yawn, and hell itfelf breaths out

Contagion to this world: Now could I drink hot blood;

And do fuch bitter businefs, as the day

Would quake to look on. Soft, now to my mother,
j

O, heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever

The foul of Nero enter this firm bosom:
Let me be cruel, not unnatural

:

I will fpeak daggers to her, but use none

;

My tongue and foul in this be hypocrites:

How in my words foever Ihe be fhent.

To give them feals never, my foul, confent. \Exeuni,

SCENE III. nefame. A Room in thefame.

Enter King, Ros i ncrantz, and Guildenstern,
Kin, I like him not ; nor flands it fafe with us.

To let his madnefs range. Therefore, prepare you;
I your commiffion will forthwith difpatch.

And he to England lhall along with you

:

The terms of our eftate may not endare

Hazard fo near us, as doth hourly grow
Out of his lunes.

Gui. We will ourfelves provide :

Moil holy and religious fear it is,

To keep those many many bodies fafe.

That live, and feed, upon your majefty.

Rq%. The fingle and peculiar life is bound.
With all the ftrength and armour of the mind.
To keep itfelf from 'noyance: but much more
That fpirit, upon whose weal depend and reil

The lives of many. The ceafe of majelly

Dies not alone; but, like a gulf, doth draw

*^ Lunr.cies 3o depends and reds
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What*s near It, with It : It Is a malTy wheel,

Fixt on the fummit of the highefl mount.
To whose huge fpokes ten thousand lefTer things

Are mortif'd and adjoin'd; which, when it falls.

Each fm all annexment, petty confequence,

Attends the boiftrous ruin. Never alone

Did the king figh, but with a general groan.

Kin. Arm you, I pray you, to this fpeedy voyage;
For we will fetters put upon this fear.

Which now goes too free-footed.

Ros. We will hafte us. [Exeunt Ros. and Gur.
Enter

Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's closet;

Behind the arras Pll convey myfelf.

To hear the procefs; I'll warrant, (he'll tax him home:
And, as you faid, and wisely was it faid,

'Tis meet, that fome more audience than a mother.

Since nature makes them partial, fhould o'er-hear

The fpeech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege;

I'll call upon you ere you go to bed.

And tell you what I know.
Kin, Thanks, dear my lord. [Exit Polonius.

O, my offence is rank, it fmells to heaven;

It hath the primal eldeft curfe upon't,

A brother's murther !
— Pray can I not.

Though inclination be as fharp as will;

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent;

And, like a man to double businefs bound,

1 Hand in pause where I fhall firft begin,

And both negledl. What if this curfed hand
Were thicker than ilfelf with brother's blood ?

Is there not rain enough in the fweet heavens.
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To wafh It white as fnow? Whereto ferves mercy.

But to confront the visage of offence ?

And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force,—*

To be fore-ftalled, ere we come to fall;

Or pardon'd, being down? Then Pll look up;
My fault is paft. But, o, what form of prayer

Can ferve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murther

!

That cannot be; fmce I am ftill posseft

Of those efFeds for which I did the murther.

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.

May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ?

In the corrupted currents of this world,

Offence's gilded hand may fhove by juflice;

And oft 'tis feen, the wicked prize itfelf

Buys out the law : But 'tis not fo above

:

There is no Ihuffling, there the adlion lies

In his true nature; and we ourfelves compelled.

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults.

To give in evidence. What then? what refls?

Try what repentance can: What can it not?

Yet what can it, when one can not repent?

O wretched ftate! O bosom, black as death!

O limed foal ; that, ftruggling to be free.

Art more engag'd! Help, angels, make affay

!

Bow, ilubborn^ knees ! and, heart, with firings of ileel.

Be foft as finews of the new-born babe ;

All may be well! [remains in ASiion of Prayer^

Enter Hamlet, at a Dijiance.

Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying;
And now Til do't; [dra^ing,'\ And fo he goes to heaven;
And fo am I reveng'd? That would be fcan'd;

A villain kills my father; and, for that,
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I, his fole fon, do this fame villain fend

To heaven.

Why, this is hire and falary, not revenge.

He took my father grolly, full of bread

;

With all his crimes broad blown, as flufh as May;
And, how his audit Hands, who knows, fave heaven ?

But; in our circumfiance and courfe of thought,

^Tis heavy with him : And am I then reveng'd,

To take him in the purging of his foul.

When he is fit and feason'd for his paffage?

No. ^ ^

Upj'ffword; and know thou a more horrid hint:

'

When he is drunk, afleep, or in his rage;

Or in the inceftuous pleasures of his bed;

At gaming, fwearing; or about fome adl

That has no relifh of falvation in't:

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven;

And that his foul may be as damn'd, and black.

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother Hays

:

This phyfick but prolongs thy fickly days. [Exif,

Kin, My words fly up, \jises.'] my thoughts remain

below

:

Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. [Exit.

SCENE IV. Thefame. Another Room in thefame.

Enter Queen, and Pol on i us.

Pol, He will come ftraight. Look, you lay home to

him

:

Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear with ;

And that your grace hath fcreen'd and flood between

Much heat and him. Pli filence me even"]" here.

Pray you, be round.
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^e. I'll warrant you; fear me not.

Withdraw, I hear him coming. [Pol. Jl>iafes himfelf.

Enter Ha m l e t , abruptly,

Ham^ Now, mother; what's the matter?

^e, Hamlet^ thou haft thy father much ofFended.

Ham, Mother, you have my father much ofFended.

Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue.

Ham, Go, go, you queftion with a wicked tongue.

Why, how now, Hamlet?

Ham. What's the matter now I

^e. Have you forgot me ?

Hj^m. No, by the rood, not fo:

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife;

And, 'vVould it were not fo, you are my mother.

^e. Nay, then I'll fet those to you that can fpeak.

Ham. Come, come, and fit you down; you fhali not

budge

;

You go not, 'till I fet you up a glafs.

Where you may fee the inmoft part of you.

^e. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me?
Help, help, hoi

Pol. Ibehind.'] What, ho! help!

Ham, How now ! a rat ?

Dead, for a ducat, dead. \making a Pafs at the Arras,

FoL, [behind.] O, I am flain. [falls forward, and dies.

^e, O me, what haft thou done?
Ham, Nay, I know not;

Is it the king?

[lifts up the Arrast and drawosforth Polonius.

^e, O, what a rafti and bloody deed is this

!

Ham. a bloody deed; almoft as bad, good mother.
As kill a king, and marry with his brother.

Vol. X. N
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^e. As kill a king?

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word
Thou wretched, ralh, intruding fool, farewelf

I took thee for thy better; take thy fortune:

Thou find'ft, to be too busy, is fome danger

—

Leave wringing of your hands: Peace, fit you down;
And let me wring your heart: for fo I fliall.

If it be mad^ of penetrable ftuff

;

If damned cuftom have not braz'd it fo,

That it be proof and bulwark againft fenfe.

What have I done, that thou dar'ft wag thy

tongue

In noise fo rude againft me?
Hu^M. Such an adl,

That blurs the grace and blufh of modefty;

Calls virtue, hypocrite; takes off the rose

From the fair forehead of an innocent love.

And fets a blifter there ; makes marriage vows
As falfe as dicers' oaths : o, fuch a deed.

As from the body of contradion plucks

The very foul ; and fweet religion makes
A rhapfody of words : Heaven's face doth glow;
Yea, this folidity and compound mafs.

With triftful visage, as againft the doom.
Is thought-fick at the adt.

Ay me, what aft.

That roars fo loud, and thunders in the index?

Hjm, Look here, upon this~|"pidlure, and on'|"this;

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.

See, what a grace was feated on this "j" brow:
Hyperion s curls; the front of Jo've himfelf

;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command;



Hamlet. 83

A ftati6n like the herald Mercury

^

New-lighted on a heaven-kilTing hill

;

A combination, and a form, indeed.

Where every god did feem to fet his feal.

To give the world afliirance of a man

:

This was your husband. Look you now, what follows:

Here"]" is your husband; like a mildew*d ear,

Blafting his wholefome brother. Have you eyes?

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed.

And batten on this moor? Ha, have you eyes?

You cannot call it, love: for, at your age.

The hey-day in the blood is tame; it's humble.

And waits upon the judgment; And what judgment
Would ftep from this to this ? Senfe, fure, you have;

Elfe, could you not have motion: But, fure, that fenfe

Is apoplex'd : for madnefs would not err;

Nor fenfe to exftafy was ne'er fo thral'd,

But it reserved fome quantity of choice,

To ferve in fuch a difference. What devil was't.

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind?
Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight.

Ears without hands or eyes, fmelling fans all.

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe

Could not fo mope.
O lhame! where is thy bluQi? Rebellious hell.

If thou canft mutine in a matron's bones,

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax.
And melt in her own fire : proclaim no (hame.

When the compulfive ardor gives the charge;
Since froit itfclf as adively doth burn.

And reason panders will.

O Hamlet, fpeak no more:

N 2
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Thou turn'ft' mine eyes into my very foul 7

And there I fee fuch black and grained fpots^

As will not leave their tind.

Hj^m. Nay, but to live

In the rank fweat of an inceftuous bed;
Stew'd in corruption; honying, and making love.

Over the nafly lly;
—

^e. O, fpeak to me no more

;

These words like daggers enter in my ears

;

No more, fweet Hatnlet*

Ham. a murtherer, and a villain

:

A flave, that is not twentieth part the tythe

Of your precedent lord : a vice of kings

:

A cutpurfe of the empire and the rule

;

That from a ihelf the precious diadem flole.

And put it in his pocket.

Que. No more.

Enter Ghoft.

Ham. a king of fhreds and patches

Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, [ure.^

You heavenly guards!—What would your gracious fig-

Alas, he's mad.
Ham. Do you not come your tardy fon to chide.

That, lapf'd in time andpalTion, let's go by

The important ading of your dread command ?-

O, fay.

Gho, Do not forget: This visitation

Is but to whet thy almoll blunted purpose.

But, look, amazement^on thy mother fits:

O, flep between her and her fighting foul

;

Conceit in weakelt bodies llrongeft works;

Speak to her, Hamlet.
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H^Af. How IS It with you, lady ?

^e, Alas, how is't with you?
That thus you bend your eye on vacancy.

And with the incorporal air do hold difcourfe?

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep

;

And, as the fieeping foldiers in the alarm.

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements.

Starts up, and Hands an end. O gentle Ton,

'Upon the heat and flame of thy didemper
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look?

Ham. On him! on him! lock you, how pale he glares!

His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to ftones.

Would make them capable. l3o not look upon me;
Left, with this piteous adion, you convert

My ftern eficds: then what I have to do
Will want true colour; tears, perchance, for blood.

To whom do you fpeak this ?

Ham, Do you fee nothing"!" there ?

^e. Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I fee.

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear?

No, nothing, but ourfelves.

Ham. Why, look you^there; look, how it Reals a-

way;
My father, in his habit as he liv'd.

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal

!

[Exit Ghoft,

This is the very coinage of your brain:

This bodilefs creation exftafy

Is very cunning m.
Ham. CuUbat'exftafy?

My pulfe, as yours, doth temperately keep time,

And makes a3 healthful nuisick: It is not madncfs.
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That I have utter'd : bnng me to the ted.

And I the matter will re-word; which madness
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace.

Lay not that flattering undion to your foul,

That not your trefpafs, but my madnefs, fpeaks:

It will but fkin and film the ulcerous place;

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within.

In feds unfeen. Confefs yourfelf to heaven;

Hepent what's paft; avoid what is to come;
And do not fpread the compoft: on the weeds,

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue:

For, in the fatnefs of these purfy times.

Virtue itfelf of vice mull: pardon beg;

Yea, courb, and woo, for leave to do him good.

^e. O, Hamlet, thou hall cleft my heart in twain*

Ham. O, throw away the worfer part of it,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night: but go not to my uncle's bed

;

AiTume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monfter, cuftom, who all fenfe doth eat

Of habits evil, is angel yet in this;

That to the ufe of adions fair and good
He likewise gives a frock, or livery.

That aptly is put on: Refrain to-night;

And that ihall lend a kind of easinefs

To the next abftinence: the next, more easy:

For ufe almoU can change the ftamp of nature.

And mafter etocn the devil, or throw him out

With wondrous potency. Once more, good night:

And, when you are desirous to be blell:,

I'll blefTing beg of you. For this "j" fame lord,

I do repent; But heaven hath pleas'd it fo,

—

2 » habits devill.
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To punlfli me with this, and this with me,-"

That I miift be their fcourge and minifter:

I will bcftow him, and will anfwer well

The death I gave him. So, again good night,—
I mull be cruel, only to be kind:

Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind

—

i^arft, one word more, good lady.

^te. What (hall I do I

Ham. Not this, by no means, that T bid you do:

Let the bloat king tempt yon again to bed;

Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you, his moufe

;

And let him, for a pair of reechy kifies.

Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers.

Make you to ravel all this matter out,

That 1 ciTentially am not in madnefs.

But mad in craft. Twere good, you let him know:
For who, that's but a queen, fair, fober, wise,

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib,

Such dear concejnino-s hide? who would do fo?o
No, in defpight of fenfe, and fecrefy.

Unpeg the baflcet on the houfe*s top.

Let the birds fly; and, like the famous ape.

To try conclusions, in the balket creep,

And break your own neck down.
^e. Be thou afTur'd, if v/crds be made of breath.

And breath of life, I have no life to breath

What thou haft faid to me.
H^M. I muft to England; you know that?

^le. Alack,

I had forgot; 'tis fo concluded on. [lows,

—

Ham. There's letters feaPd : and my two fchool-tel-

Whom 1 will truft, as I will adders fang'd,—*

N4
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They bear the mandate; they muft fweep my way^
And marfhal me to knavery: Let it work;
For 'tis the fport, to have the engineer

Hoift with his own petar: and't fhall go hard.

But I will delve one yard below their mines,

And blow them at the moon: O, 'tis mod fweet.

When in one line two crafts diredlly meet
This man (hall fet me packing.

I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room:
Mother, good night Indeed, this counfellor

Ts now mod Hill, moft fecret, and moil: grave.

Who was in life a foolifh prating knave.

Come, fir, to "I'd raw toward an end with you:
Good night, mother.

{Exeunt^ fe'verally \ Hamlet tuggit7g in Polonlus,

Acr IV.

SCENE I. The fame.

Enter King, Queen, Rosincrantz, and
Guildenilern.

Kit2, There's matter in these fighs, these profound

heaves;

You muft tranflate; 'tis fit, we underflaad them:
Where is your fon ?

Beflow this place on us a little while,

[E>.eunt Ros. and G\xu

Ah, my good lord, what have I feen to-night?

Kin. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet?

^le. Mad as the fea, and wind, when both contend

Which is the mightier: In his lawlefs fit.
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Behind the arras hearing fomething ftir.

Whips out his rapier, cries, A rat, a rat;

And, in this brainifh apprehenfion, kills

The unfeen good old man.

Ki». O heavy deed!

It had been fo with us, had we been there:

His liberty is full of threats to all;

To you yourfelf, to us, to every one.

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anfwer'd?

Jt will be lay'd to us; whose providence

Should have kept fhort, reflrain'd, and out of haunt.

This mad young man : but, fo much was our love.

We would not underlland what was moll fit;

But, like the owner of a foul disease,

To keep it from divulging, let it feed

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone?

^e. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd:

O'er whom his very madnefs, like fomc ore

Among a mineral of metals bafe.

Shows itfelf pure ; he weeps for what is done.

Kin, O, Gertruc/e, come away 1

The fun no fooner fhall the mountains touch.

But we will (hip him hence: and this vile deed
We muft, with all our majefty and Ikill,

Both countenance and excuse Ho, Guildenjlern!

Efiter Rosincrantz, and Guildenftern.

Friends both, go join you with feme further aid:

Hamlet in madnefs hath Polonius flain.

And from his mother's closet hath he drag'd him:
Go, feek him out; fpeak fair, and bring the body
Ipto the chapel. 1 pray you, halle in this._

\^Exsunt Kos. and G\iu
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Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiseft friends;

And let them know, both what we mean to do,

And what's untimely done: fo, ijaplp, UanXier,""

Whose whifper o'er the world's diameter.

As level as the cannon to his blank,

Tranfports his poison'd (hot,— may mifs our name,
And hit the woundlefs air. O, come away;
My foul is full of difcord, and difmay. [^Exeunt,

SCENE II. The fame. Another Room in the fame.

Enter Hamlet.
JiAM Safely ftow'd. But, foft;

jRos. &c. \nMithin.'\ Hamlet! lord Hamlet!

Bam, What noise I who calls on Hamlet? O, here they

come.
Enter Rosincranth, ^z^^^ Guildenstern.

i^05. What have you done, my lord, with the dead

body ?

Bam. Compounded it with duft, whereto 'tis kin.

Rob. Tell us where 'tis; that we may take it thence.

And bear it to the chapel.

Ham, Do not believe it.

Ros, Believe what?
//^M. That I can keep your counfel, and not mine

own. Befides, to be demanded of a fpunge,— what re-

plication (liGiiId be'made by the fon of a kingr

Ros, Take you me for a fpunge, my lord?

Ham. Ay, fir; that foaks up the king's countenance,

his rewards, his authorities But fuch officers do the king

bell fervice in the end: He keeps them, like an ape, in

the corner of his jaw; firft mouth'd, to be lail fwallow'd:

he needs what you have glean'd, it is bur fquecz^
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ing you, and, fpunge, you fhall be dry again.

Ros. I underftand you not, my lord.

Hjm, I am glad of it: A knaviOi fpeech fleeps in a

foolifli ear.

Ros. My lord, you muft tell us where the body is,

and go with us to the king.

Hj^m, The body is with the king, but the king is not

with the body. The king is a thing

—

Gui, A thing, my lord?

Hj4M. Of nothing; bring me to him. Hide, fox, and
all after. [ExeuKt.

SCENE III. The fa?ne. AKother Room in thefame.
Enter King, attended.

Kin, I have fent to feek him, and to find the body.

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loofe?

Yet muft not we put the ftrong law on him:
He's lov'd of the diftradled multitude.

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes;

And, where 'tis fo, the offender's fcourge is weigh'd.

But never the offence. To bear all fmooth and even.

This fudden fending him away muH: feem
Deliberate pause: Diseases, defperate grown,
By defperate appliance are reliev'd.

Enter Rosincrantz.
Or not at all. How now? what hath befall'n?

Rob, Where the dead body is beftovv'd, my lord.

We cannot get from him.

Kin, But where is he?

Ros. Without, my lord; guarded, to know your
pleasure.

Kin* Bring him before us.
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Kos. Ho! bring in the lord.

Enter Hamlet, ant^ Guilden ftern.

Kin. Now, Hamlety where's Folonius?

Ham. At fupper.

Kin. At fupper ? Where ?

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : %
certain convocation of politick worms are e'en at him.
Your worm is your only emperor for diet: we fat all

creatures elfe, to fat us ; and we fat ourfelves for mag-
gots : Your fat king, and your lean beggar, is but va-

riable fervice; two difhes, but to one table; that's the

end.

Kin, Alas, alas!

Ham* a man may fifh with the worm that hath eat

of a king ; and eat of the fifh that hath fed of that worm.
Kin, What doft thou mean by this?

Ham, Nothing, but to fhew you how a king may go
a progrefs throutrh the guts of a beggar.

Kt7i> Where is PoloniusF

Ham, In heaven; fend thither to fee: if your meffen-

ger find him not there, feek him in the other place your-

felf. But, indeed, if you find him not this month, you
ilia)! nose him as you go up the flairs into the lobby.

Kin. Go feck him there. [to Jome Attendants*

Ham. He will flay till you come. \Ex unt Attendants*

Kin, Hamlet, this deed, for thine efpecial fafety,'^

Which we do tender; as we dearly grieve

For that which thou haft done,— muft fend thee hence

With fiery quicknefs: Therefore, prepare thyfelf;

7'he bark is ready, and the wind at help.

The afTociates tend, and every thing is bent

I'or England.
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Mam. For England!^

Kin, Ay, Hamlet

•

Ham, Good.
Kin. So is it, if thou knew'ft our-purposes.

Mam, I fee a cherub, that fees them But, come; for

England.'^Farewcl, dear mother.

Kin, Thy loving father, Hamlet,

Ham, My mother: Father and mother is man and wife;

man and wife is one fiefh : fo, my mother, Come, for

England, [Exit Hamlet.
Kin, Follow him at foot; tempt him with fpeed a-

* board

;

Delay it not, I'll have him hence to-night:

Away; for every thing is feal'd and done.

That elfe leans on the affair : Pray you, make hafle.

[Exeunt Ros. and Gui#

And, England^ if my love thou hold'ft at ought^

(As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe.

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Danip fword, and thy free awe
Pays homage to us) thou may'ft not coldly fet i&g

Our fovereign procefs ; which imports at full.

By letters congruing to that effeft.

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England^

For like the heftick in my blood he rages.

And thou muft cure me : 'Till I know 'tis done,

Howe'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin. \E^it\

SCENE IV. A Plain in Denmark.
Enter Fortinbras, and Forces, marching.

For . Go, captain, from me greet the Danijh kingj

Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras
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Claims the conveyance of a promised march
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous.

If that his majefiy would ought with us.

We lhall exprefs our duty in his eye.

And let him know fo.

Cap, 1 will do't, my lord.

For. Go foftly on. [Exeunt For. andForces*

Enter Hamlet, Rosincrantz, &c.

FLam, Good fir, whose powers are these?

Cap, They are of NoriAjay, lir.

HjiM, How purpos'd, fir, I pray yoa?

Cap. €)ir, again ft

Some part of Poland.

Bam, Who commands them, fir?

Cap. The nephew to old Nor^way, Fortinhras.

Ham, Goes it againft the main oiPolandy fir.

Or for fome frontier?

Cap, Truly to fpeak, (ir, and with no addition.

We go to gain a little patch of ground.

That hath in it no profit but the name.

To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it;

Nor will it yield to Nornjoay^ or the Pole^

h ranker rate, Ihould it be fold in fee.

Ham, Why, then the Polack never will defend it*

Cap. %y yes, it is already garrifon'd.

Ham, Two thousand fouls, and twenty thousand du-
cats,

Will not debate the queftion of this ftraw:

This is the impofthume of much wealth, and peace;

That inward breaks, and fhows no cause without

Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, fir.

Cap, God be wi' you, fir. \Exit Captain.
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Ros. Will't please you go, my lord?

Hj^M. I will be with you flraight.

Go a little before. [Exeunt Ros. and the reJI.

How all occasions do inform againft me.
And fpur my dull revenge! What is a man.
If his chief good, and market of his time.

Be but to fleep, and feed? a beaft, no more.

Sure, he, that made us with fuch large difcourfe.

Looking before, and after, gave us not

That capability and godlike reason

To fuft in us unus'd. Now, whether it be
Beftial oblivion, or fome craven fcruple

Of thinking too precifely on the event,*""

A thought, which, quartered, hath but one part wisdom;
And, ever, three parts coward,— I do not know
Why yet I live to fay. This thing's to do ;

Sith I have cause, and will, and ftrength, and means
To do't. Examples, grofs as earth, exhort me

;

Witnefs, this army, of fuch mafs, and charge.

Led by a delicate and tender prince;

Whose fpirit, with divine ambition puft.

Makes mouths at the invisible event;

Exposing what is mortal, and unfure.

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare.

Even for an egg-lhell. Rightly, to be great

Is not, not to ftir without great argument;
But greatly to find quarrel in a ftraw.

When honour's at the ftake. How ftand I then.

That have a father kill'd, a mother ftain'd.

Excitements of my reason, and my blood.

And let all fleep ? while, to my fliame, I fee

The imminent death of twenty thousand merit
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That, for a fantafy, and trick of fame.

Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot.

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause,

Which is not tomb enough, and continent.

To hide the flain ? O, tj)en> from this time forth,

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth! [Exit*

SCENE V. Elfinour. J Room in the Cajik.

Enter Queen, attended y Horatio, and a
Gentleman.

^e, I will not fpeak with her.

Gen> She is importunate; indeed, diftrad;

Her mood will needs be pity'd.

^e. What would fhe have?

Gen. She fpeaks much of her father; fays, fhe hears,

There's tricks i'the world; and hems,and beats her hearti

Spurns envioufly at ftraws ; fpeaks things in doubt.

That carry but half fenfe : her fpeech is nothing.

Yet the unfliaped ufe of it doth move
The hearers to coUedion ; they aim at it,

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts;

Which, as her winks, and nods, and geflures yield them.

Indeed would make one think, there might be thought.

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily.

HoR . 'Twere good, fhe were fpoken with ; for fhe may
fli'ew

Dangerous conjedures in ill-breeding minds

:

Let her come in. [Exit Gen,
^e, To my fick foul, as fm's true nature is,"

^* Each toy feems prologue to fome great amifs;"
<* So full of artlefs jealoufy is guilt,"

It fpilb itfelf, in fearing to be fpilt.'*
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Enter Ophelia, mildly

»

OpH, Where is the beauteous niajeiiy of Denmark?
^e. How now, Ophelia}

Ofh. Ho'W Jhould 1your true-love knouo [^ings.

from another one?

By his cockle hat, and ftaff,

and hisfandalJhoon.

S>ue, Alas, fweet lady, what imports this fong?

Op if. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark.

He is dead and gone, lady, [fings#

he is dead and gotie;

at his head d-gt-afs-green turf
at his heels a /lone, O, 0 !

^e. Nay, but Ophelia,-^

Ofh. Pray you, mark.
White hispro^d as the moiintazn fno^jj^ [fings.

Enter King.
Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph» Larded all nfoith Jhjoeet flonxjers\

^.vhich be^joept to the ground did go,

ivith true-hh^e Jho^vers.

Kin. How do you, pretty lady ?

Oph. Well, God 'ild you. They fay, the owl was a

baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know
not what we may be. God be at your table!

Kin. Conceit upon her father.

Ofh» Pray, let's have no words of this; but when they

afk you, what it means, fay you this:

To-morrow is St. V^alentineV day, [fi^gs.

all in the tnorn betime,

and I a maid at ycur ^i^vindouj^

/o Valentiue

:

2 did not

Vol. X. O
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^hen up he rose,

and d'orid his cloaths^

and d^op^d the chamber door}

let in the waid^

that out a ?naid

fie^er departed more.

Kin. Pretty Ophelia!

Oph, Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end on't.

By Gis, and by [fings.

5/. Charity^

alack J andfiefor fhame !

young men njoill do^ty

if they come to^t,

hy cock, they are to blame.

Before, quoth Ihe,

you tumbled me,

you promised me to uued:

He anfwers. So ivould 1 ha done^

hy yonder fun,

an thou hadfi not come to my bed.

Kin. How long hath flie been thus?

Oph. I hope, all will be well. We muft be patient:

but I cannot choose but weep, to think, they would lay

him i'the cold ground: My brother lhall know of it,

and fo I thank you for your good counfel. Come, my
coach ! Good night, ladies; good night, fweet ladies;

good night, good night. \^Exit Ophelia.
Kin. Follow her clofe; give her good watch, I pray

you. {Exeunt Hor. and At
O! This is the poison of deep grief; it fprings

All from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude^

When forrows come, they come not fingle Ipies,

15 Quoth ihe. Before
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Rut in battalions. FirH:, her father flain :

Next, your Ton gone; and he moll violent author

Of his own juft remove: The people muddy'd.
Thick and unvvholfome in their thoughts, and whifpers.

For good Folonius* death ; and we have done
But greenly to interr him : Poor Ophelia

Divided from herfelf, and her fair judgment;
Without the which we are pidlures, or meer beads.

Lafl, and as much containing as all these.

Her brother is in fecret come from Trance:

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds.

And wants not buzzers to infe^l his ear

With peftilent fpeeches of his father's death;

Wherein necefficy, of matter beggar'd,

Will nothing Hick our perfons to arraign

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this.

Like to a murthering piece, in many places

Gives me fuperfluous death. S^Noise 'within,

^e. Alack, what noise is this ?

Kin, Where are my S withers P let them guard the

door: —
Enter a Gentleman, hajiily.

What is the matter?

Gen. Save yourfelf, my lord;

The ocean, overpeering of his lifl:.

Eats not the flats with more impetuous hafle.

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,

O'er-bears your officers! The rabble call him, lord:

And, as the world were now but to begin,

Antiquity forgot, cullom not known.
The ratifiers and props of every work.

They cry. Choose nve; Laertes /hall be king:

^ V. Nou^ % » wcrd,
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Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds,

Laertes Jhall be king, Laertes king!

[Noise again y and Shouts: Door affaulled*

^le. How cheerfully on the falfe trail they cry 1

O, this is counter, you falfe Danijh dogs.

Kin, The doors are broke.

Enter Laertes, armd\ Danes folloiving,

Lae, Where is this king? Sirs, ftand you ail without.

Dan, No, let's come in.

Lae, I pray you, give me leave.

Dan, We will, we will. [retiring without the Door,

Lae, I thank you; keep the door—O thou vile king,

Give me my father.

^e. Calmly, good Laertes,

Lae, That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaims me
baftard

;

Cries, cuckold, to my father; brands the harlot

Even here, between the chall unfmirched brow
Of my true mother.

Kihl What is the cause, Laertes,

That thy rebellion looks fo giant- like?

Let him go, Gertrude-, do not fear our perfon;

There's fuch divinity doth hedge a king, . .

That treason can but peep to what it would,

Adis little of his will—Tell me, Laertes,

Why thou art thus incenrd;_Let him go, Gertrude]^

Speak, man.

Lae. Where is my father?

Kin, Dead, ILaerte^*

^e. But not by him.

Kin, Let him demand his fill.

Lae, How came he dead? I'll not be juggl'd with:
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To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackefl devil!

Confcience, and grace, to the profoundeft pit!

I dare damnation: To this point I Hand,

—

That both the worlds I give to negligence.

Let come what comes; only FU be reveng'd

Mod throughly for my father.

Kin. Who fhall ftay you?

Lae, My will, not all the world's:

And, for my means, I'll husband them fo well.

They fhall go far with little.

Kin. Good Laertesy

If you desire to know the certainty

Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge.

That, fvveep-llake, you will draw both friend and foe.

Winner and loser?

Lae, None but his enemies.

Kin. Will you know them then ?

. Lae, To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my arms;

And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican,

Repaft them with my blood.

Kin, Why, now you fpeak

Like a good child, and a true gentleman.

That I am guiltlefs of your father's death.

And am moll fenfibly in grief for it.

It fhall as level to your judgment pierce

As day does to your eye. [^Noise 'within.

Dan. [within.] Let her come in.

Lae. How now! what noise is that?

Enter Ophelia, fantajlically drejl up

njoith Flowers y &c.
O heat, dry up my brains! tears, feven times fait,

Burn out the fenfe and virtue of mine eye!-«

14 foopHake,

03
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By heaven, thy madnefs fhall be pay'd by weight,

'Till cur {bale turn the beam. O rose of May,
Dear maid, kind fifter, fweet Ophelia!

O heavens! is't polTible, a young maid^s wits

Should be as mortal as an old man's life?

Nature is line in love: and, where 'tis fine.

It fends fome precious inftance of itfelf

i\fter the thing it loves.

Op if. ^hey bore hi?n bare-fac'd on the hier, [^i^gs*

and on his gra^ve rains many a tear \
—

Fare you well, my dove.

Lae, Had ft thou thy wits, and didftperfuade revenge.

It could not move thus.

Oph. You muft fmg, Down, a-down, an you call him
a-down-a. O, how the wheel becomes it! It is the falfe

ileward, that ftole his matter's daughter.

Z^£. This nothing's more than matter.

0?K, There's =^ rosemary, that's for remembrance;
pray you, love, remember: and there is=|=panfies, that's

for thoughts.

Lab. a document in madnefs ; thoughts and remem-
brance fitted.

0th. There's =1= fennel for you, and columbines:

There's^rue for you; and here's fome for me: we
may call it, herb of grace, o'fundays: you may wear

your rue with a difference There's=(= a daisy : I would
give you fome violets; but they wither'd all, when my
father dy'd: They fay, he made a good end,—

For bonny fuoeet Robin is all my joy, [fings.

Lae. Thought, and afHidion, paffion, hell itfelf.

She turns to favour and to prettinefs,

Ofh. And "will he not come again? [^mgs.
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and ivill he not come again?

No, no, he is deady

go to thy death- bed

i

he never hmHI come again,

2.

His heard ivas as nvhite as f?io^y

allflaxen 'was his pole:

he is gone, he is gone,

and woe caft anjoay moan ;

Gramercy on his foul

!

And of all chriilian fouls, I pray God. God be wi'you ?

\Exit Ophelia.
Lai., Do you fee this, o God!
Kin, Laertes, I muft commune with your grief.

Or you deny me right. Go but apart.

Make choice of whom your wiseft friends you will.

And they lhall hear and judge 'tvvixt you and me:
If by diredl or by collateral hand
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give.

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours.

To you in fatiffadion ; but, if not.

Be you content to lend your patience to us.

And we fhall jointly labour with your foul

To give it due content*

Lae, Let this be fo;

His means of death, his obfcure burial,^

No trophee fword, nor hatchment o'er his bones.

No noble rite, nor formal oftentation,

—

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth.

That I muft cairt in queftion.

Kin, So you fhall;

And, where the offence is, let the great axe falU

04
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I pray you, go with me,.

SCENE VI. ne fame. Another Room in thefame.
Enter Horatio, and a Servant.

Ho2j. What are they, that would fpeak with me?
Ser. Sailors, fir ; v

They fay, they have letters for you.

HoR, Let them come in._ \Exit Servant.

I do not know from what part of the world

I fhould be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet*

Enter Sj^lpr^..

I. 5. God blefs you, fir,

HoR, Let him blefs thee too.

I. 5. He fhall, fir, an't please him. There's =f a letter

for you, fir: it comes from th'embafiador, that was bound
for England^ ifyour name be Horatio^ as 1 am let to know
it is.

Ho

R

. [reads. ] Horatio, ivhen thouJhalt ha've o'ver-looJCd

this, giue thesefelloes fome means to the king ; they ha^ve

lettersJor hi?n. Ere ^e <were tnjoo days old at Jea, a pi-

rate of <very nvarlike appointment ga<ve us chace : Finding

curfel'ves too flo^ offail, <voe put on a compelVd valour

:

in the grapple
-t I boarded them: on the infant, they got

clear of our fi?ip; fo I alone became their prisoner: They

hanje dealt nvith me like thieues of mercy : but they knewo

mjhat they did ; / am to do a turnfor them. Let the king

ha've the letters I ha<ve fetit ; and repair thou to me^ ivith

as muchfpeed as thou nxjould'ftfly death : I haue nvords to

/peak in thine ear, n.mll make thee dumb ; yet are they much
too light for the bore of the matter : these good felloes

fwill bring thee 'where I am, Rosincrantz, and Guilden-

llerr^, hold their courfe for England: of the?n I hav^

[Exeunt,
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much to tell thee, Fareuuel. He that thou knoTve/I thine

^

Hamlet.
Come, I will give you way for these your letters

i

And do't the fpeedier, that you may dired me
To him from whom you brought them. l^Exeutit,

SCENE VII. The fame. Another Room in the fame.

Enter King, and Laertes.
Kin. Now mull your confcience my acquittance feal.

And you muft put me in your heart for friend

;

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear.

That he, which hath your noble father flain,

Purfu*d my life.

It well appears: But tell me
Why you proceeded not againfl: these feats.

So crimeful and fo capital in nature.

As by your fafety, wisdom, all things elfe,

You mainly were ftir'd up.

Kin. O, for two fpecial reasons

;

Which may to you, perhaps, feem much unfinew'd,

But yet to me they are ftrong. The queen, his mother.

Lives almoft by his looks ; and for myfelf,

(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which)
She is fo conjundive to my life and foul.

That, as the ftar moves not but in his fphere,

I could not but by her. The other motive.

Why to a publick count I might not go,

]s, the great love the general gender bear him:
Who, dipping all his faults in their affedion,

Would, like the fpring that turncth wood to ftone.

Convert his gyves to graces; fo that my arrows,

Too (lightly timbered for fo loud a wind.
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Would have reverted to my bow again,

And not where I had aim'd them.

Lae, And fo have I a noble father left;

A filter driven into defperate terms;

Whose worth, if praises may go back again.

Stood challenger on mount of all the age

For her perfections: But my revenge will come.
Kin. Break not your fleeps for that: you muft not

think.

That we are made of ftuiF fo flat and dull,

That we can let our beard be fhook with danger,

And think it paflime. You Ihortly fhall hear more:
I lov'd your father, and we love ourfelf;

And that, 1 hope, will teach you to imagine,—,

Enter a Gentleman.
How now ? what news ?

Gen, Letters, my lord, from Hamlet:

These =]= to your majefty; this "|" to the queen.

Kin, From Hamlet! Who brought them ?

Gen» Sailors, my lord, they fay : I faw them not;

They were given me by Claudioy he received them
Of him that brought them.

Kin. Laertes, you lhall hear them :—
Leave us» \^Exit Gentleman.

High and mighty , [reads.] Tou Jhall knoixj, I am fet

naked on your kingaom, To-morroiv Jhall 1 beg league to

fee your kingly eyes: uuhen IJhall^JirJi ajking your pardon

thereunto y recount the occasion of my fudden return.

Hamlet.

What fhould this mean ? Are all the reft come back \

Or is it fome abufe, and no fuch thing?

X^£, Know you the hand?
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Kin. 'Tis ^W^/'s cliaraaer. Naked!
And in a pollfcript here he fays, alone:

Can you advise me?
Lae. I am loft in it, my lord. But let him come;

It warms the very ficknefs in my heart,

That I fliall live and tell him to his teeth,

Thus diddeft thou.

Kin. If it be fo, Laertes^—'

As how Ihould it be fo? how otherwise?

Will you be rul'd by me?
Lae, I toil!, my lord

;

So you will not o'er-rule me to a peace.

Kin. To thine own peace. If he be now return'd,"^

As checking at his voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it,— I will work him
To an exploit, now ripe in my devife.

Under the which he (hall not choose but fall:

And for his death no wind of blame fhall breath;

But even his mother (hall uncharge the pradife.

And call it, accident.

Lae, My lord, I will be ruPd;
The rather, if you could devise it fo

That I might be the organ.

Kin. It falls right.

You have been talk'd of fi nee your travel much,
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality

Wherein, they fay, you (bine: your fum of parts

Did not together pluck fuch envy from him.
As did that one; and that, in my regard.

Of the unworthieft fiege.

Lae, What part is that, my lord?

Kin, A very riband in the cap of youth.
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Yet needful toa; for youth no lefs becomes
The light and carelefs livery that it wears.

Than fetti'd age his fables, and his weeds.

Importing health, and gravenefs. Two months fince

Here was a gentleman of Normandy

I have feen myfelf, and ferv'd againft, the French,

And they can well on horfe-back: but this gallant

Had witchcraft in't; he grew unto his feat;

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horfe.

As he had been incorpf'd and demy-natur'd
With the brave beaft : fo far he top'd my thought.

That I, in forgery of fhapes and tricks.

Come fhort of what he did.

Lae. a Norman was't?

Kin, A Norman.

Lae. Upon my life, Lamord.

Kin. The very fame.

Lj^e, I know him well; he is the brooch, indeed.

And jem of all the nation.

Kin, He made confefTion of you:

And gave you fuch a mafterly report.

For art and exercise in your defence.

And for your rapier moft efpecial,

That he cry'd out, 'Twould be a fight Indeed,

3f one could match you; the fcrimers of their nation.

He fwore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye.

If you oppos'd them : Sir, this report of his

Did Hamlet fo envenom with his envy.

That he could nothing do, but wifli and beg

Your fudden coming o'er, to play with you.

Now, out of this,

—

Lae, What out of this^ my lord?



Flamlet. 1

Kin. Laertes^ was your father dear to you?
Or are you like the painting of a forrcw,

A face without a heart?

Lae . Why afk you this ?

K:n, Not that [ think, you did not love your father

But that I know, love is begun by time;

And that I fee, in pafTages of proof.

Time qualifies the fpark and fire of it.

There lives within the very flame of love

A kind of vv^ick, or fnuft, that will abate it;

And nothing is at a like goodnefs ftill;

For goodnefs, growing to a plurify.

Dies in his own too much: That we would do,

We fliould do when we would: for this change
And hath abatements and delays as many.
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents;

And then this Jhouldi^ like a fpend-thrifc's figh.

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o' the ulcer!

Hamlet corned back; What would you undertake.

To (how yourfelf indeed your father's fori

More than in words?
. Lae, To cut his throat i' the church.

Kin, No place, indeed, fhould murther faa^luarlze

Revenge fliould have no bounds. But, good Z.^^^^v<fj,

Will you do this; keep clofe within your chamber?
Hamlet^ returned, fliall know you are come home;
We'll put on those fhall praise your excellence.

And fet a double varniih on the fame
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, togethCi

And wager o'er your heads: he, being remifs,

Moll: generous, and free from all contriving.

Will not peruie the foils; fo that, with ease.
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Or vyith a little fhuffiing, you may choose

A fword unbated, and, in a pafs of pradice.

Requite him for your father.

Lae, I v^ill do't:

And, for the purpose, PU anoint my fword,

I bought an undlion of a mountebank;
So mortal, that, but dip a knife in it,

Where it draws blood, no cataplasm fo rare,

Colle6led from all fimples that have virtue

Under the moon, can fave the thing from death.

That is but fcratch'd withal: PU touch my point

With this contagion; that, if I gall him (lightly.

It may be death.

Kifi, Let's further think of this

;

Weigh what convenience, both of time and means.

May fit us to our fhape: Jf this (hould fail,

And that our drift look through our bad performance,

*Twere better not affay'd; therefore, this projedl

Should have a back, or fecond, that might hold.

If this did blaft in proof. Soft; let m.e fee:

We'll make a folemn wager on your cunnings,"*

Iha't:^

When in your m.otion you are hot and dry,

(As make your bouts more violent to that end)

And that he calls for drink, I'll have prefer'd him
A chalice for the nonce; v/hereon but fipping,

If he by chance efcape your venom'd fluck.

Our purpose may hold there. But Hay, vv^hat noise

Enter Queen.

How now, fweet queen ?

^e. One woe doth tread upon another's heel,

So fall they follow:—
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Your fidcr's drowned, Lt^erfes.

Lje. Drown'd! o, where?
There is a willow grows afcant the brook.

That Ihews his hoar leaves in the glafly flreain;

Therewith fantaftick garlands did ftie make,
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples.

That liberal fhepherds give a grofler name.

But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them:
Then on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds
Clamb'ring to hang, an envious fliver broke;

When down her weedy trophies, and herfelf.

Fell in the weeping brook. Her cloaths fpread wide;
And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up:

Which time, Ihe chaunted fnatches of old tunes;

As one incapable of her own dillrefs.

Or like a creature native and indu'd

Unto that element: but long it could not be,

'Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,

PuU'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay

To muddy death.

Lae, Alas, then, fhe is drovvn'd?

Drovvn'd, drovvn'd.

Lae. Too much of water hafl thou, poor Ophdia,

And therefore I forbid my tears: But yet

It is our trick; nature her cuftom holds.

Let lhame fay what it will: when these are gone,
The woman will be out. — Adieu, my lord:

I have a fpeech of iire; that fain would blaze,

But that this folly drowns it. \Exlt^

Kin. Let's follow, Gertrude:

How much I had to do to calm hJs rage!

Now fear 1, this will give it Hart again;

9 There on
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Therefore, let's follow.

ACT V.
SCENE 1. Thefame. A Church yard.

Enter fwo Clowns, --with Spades^ &c.

1. e. Is fhe to be bury'd in chrifnan burial, that wil-

fully feeks her own falvation r

2. C. I tell thee, fhe is ; therefore, make her grave

ftraight: the crowner hath fat on her, a.ncl finds it chrif-

tian burial.

1. e. How can that be, unlefs fne drown'd herfelf.ili

her own defence?

2. C. Vvhy, 'tis found fo. \

'

1. e. It mufi: be fe offencIendo\ it cannot be elfe. For

here lies the point: If 1 drown m^[^\{ wittingly, it ar-

gues an a6l: and an a6l hath three branches; it is, to

to do, and to perform: argal, fhe drown'd heifelf

wittingly.

2. C. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver :

1. e. Give me leave. Here~[~lies the water; good:

here"|"flands the man; good: If the man go to this wa-

ter, and drown himfelf, it is, will he, nill he, he goes;

mark you that: but if the v^ater come to him, and drown

him, he drowns not himfelf: Argal, he, that is not guil-

ty of his own death, fhortens not his own life.

2. e. But is this law ?

1. e. Ay, marry, is't; crowner's-quefl law.

2. e. Will ycu ha' the truth on't ? if this had not been

a gentlewoman, fhe ihould have been burvM outof chrif-

tian burial.
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1 , C. Why, there thou fay'ft : And the more pity ; that

great folk fhould have countenance in this world to

drown or hang themfelves, more than their even chrift-

en. Come, my fpade. \^Jlrips^ andfalls to digging.'\ There
is no ancient gentlemen, but gardiners, ditchers, and
grave-makers; they hold upJdam's profeffion,

2. C, Was he a gentleman?

1. C. He was the firft that ever bore arms.

2. C. Why, he had none.

1. C. What, art a heathen? How dofl thou underfland

tlie fcripture? The fcripture fays, Jdam dig'd ; Could he
dig without arms ? Pll put another queftion to thee: if

thou anfwer'ft me not to the purpose, confefs thyfelf—

2. C. Go to.

1 . C. What is he, that builds ftronger than either the

liiafon, the Ihip-wright, or the carpenter?

2. C. The gallows-maker; for that frame outlives a

thousand tenants.

1 . C. r like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gallows

does well: But how does it well ? it does well to those

that do ill : now thou dofl ill, to fay, the gallows is built

llronger than the church ;argal, the gallows may do well

to thee. To't again; come.

2. C. Whobuildsftrongerthana mafon,afliip-wright,

or a carpenter r

1. C. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.

2. C, Marry, now I can tell.

1. e. To't.

2. C. Mafs, I cannot tell.

£«/^r Hamlet, Horatio,
at a Dijlance,

1. C. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; for your

VOL.Xc P
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dull afs will not mend his pace with beating: and, when
you are afk'd this queftion next, fay, a grave-maker ; the

houses, that he makes, laft 'till dooms-day. Go, get thee

to Taugharij and fetch me a ftoop of liquor.

{^Exit fecond Clown.
Inyouth uohen 1 did lo've, did lo^ey [^ings.

metbought, it <ivas ^ery fnxieet-,

to contrary the time, for, ah, my beho've',

c, methoughf, there <u;as nothingfo meet.

Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his businefs? he
fings in grave-making.

Hqr, Cuftom hath made it in him a property of ea-

sinefs.

Ham, 'Tis e'en fo : the hand of little employment hath

the daintier fenfe.

I . C, But age, ^ith hisJlealing ftepSy [lings.

hath cla^^d me in his clutch^

and Jhipped me into the land,

as ifI had never beenfuch,

[throivs up a SculL

Ham, That fcull had a tongue in't, and could fing

once; How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it

were C^/Vs jaw-bone, that did the firft murther! This
might be the pate of a politician, which this afs now
o'er-reaches ; one that would circumvent God, might it

not?

HoK, It might, my lord.

Ham, Or of a courtier; which could {2^y, Good morrow^

fnveet lord! Hozv dofi thouyf<weet lord? This might be my
lord fuch a one, that prais'd my lord fuch a one's horfe,

when he meant to beg it; might it not?

//oii. Ay, my lord.

9. nothing a meet iS And hath ililpped
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Ham. Why, e'en fo: and now my lady worm's ; chap-

lefs.and knockt about the mazzard with a fexton'sfpade:

Here's fine revolution, an we had the trick to fee't. Did
these bones coft no more the breeding, but to play at

loggats with them? mine ake to think on't.

I, C, ^ pickaxe, and a fpade, a fpade^ [fings.

for
—and a Jhroivding /beet:

0, a pit of clayfor to be made

for fuch a gueft is meet.

[throujs up another SculL

Ham, There's another: Why may not that be the fcuU

of a lawyer? Where be his quiddities now, his quillities,

his cafes, his tenures, and his tricks? why does he fuf-

fer this rude knave now to knock him about the fponce

with a dirty ftiovel, and will not tell him of his ^dioa
of battery ? Hum ! This fellow might be in*'s time k great

buyer of land, with his ftatutes, his recognizances, his

fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries: Is this the fine

of his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have
his fine pate full of fine dirt? will his vouchers vouch,

him no more of his purchafes, and double ones too, than

the length and breadth of a pair of indentures ? the ve-

ry conveyances of his lands will hardly lye in this box;
and muft the inheritor himfelf have no more? ha?
HoR, Not a jot more, my lord.

Ham, Is not parchment made of (heep-fklns?

HoR, Ay, my lord, and of calves-fkins too.

Ham. They are fheep, and calves, which feek out af-

furance in that. 1 will fpeak to this fellow ; —,Whos«
grave's this, firrah ?

I. C. Mine, fir.«^

O, a pit of clayfor to he made^ [fings.

? z
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Ham. I think, It be thine, indeed; for thou ly'fl in'C,

I. C. You lie out on*t, iir; and, therefore, it is not
yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine.

Ham, Thou doll lie in't, to be in't, and fay, it is thine:

^tis for the dead, not for the quick; therefore, thou ly'ft.

I . C. 'Tis a quick lie, fir ; 'twill away again, from
me to you.

Ham. What man doft thou dig it for?

I . C. For no man, fir.

Ham, What woman then?

I. C. For none neither.

Ham, Who is to be bury'd in't?

I . C. One, that was a woman, fir ; but, reft her fou?,

Ihe's dead.

Ham, How abfolute the knave is! we muft fpeak by
the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the lord, Ho-

ratio, these three years I have taken note of it ; the age

is grown fo picked, that the toe of the peasant comes fo

near the heel of the courtier, he galls his kybe.^ How
long haft thou been a grave-maker ?

I.e. Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that day

that our 1 aft king Hamlet overcame fortinbras.

Ham. How long is that fince?

I. C. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell that:

It was that very day that young Hamlet was born ; he
that is mad, and fent into England,

Ham, Ay, marry, why was he fent into England?

I . C, Why, because he was mad : he fhall recover his

wits there; or, if he do not, 'tis no great matter there.

Ham, Why?
I . C. 'Twill not be feen in him there; there the men

are as mad as he.
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'Ham. How came he raad?

I . C, Very Arangely, they fay.

Ham. How ftrangely?

I. C. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits.

Ham, Upon what ground?

I . C. Why, herejn Denmark: I have been fexton here,

man, and boy, thirty years.

Ham. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he rot ?

I . C. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, (as we
have many pocky coarfes now-a-days, that will fcarce

hold the laying in) he will lafl: you fome eight year, or

nine year : a tanner will lad you nine year.

Ham, Why he more than another?

I.e. Why, fir, his hide is fo tan'd with his trade,

that he will keep out water a great while; and your wa-
ter is a fore decayer ofyour whorfon dead body. Here's

*^a fcuU now hath lain you i' the earth twenty three

years.

Ham. Whose was it ?

I. C. A whorfon mad fellow's it was; Whose do you
think it was ?

Ham. Nay, I know not.

I . C A peftilence on him for a mad rogue ! he pour'd

a flagon of rhenifh on my head once : This fame fcull,

fir, was fir Torick's fcull, the king's jeiler.

Ham . This ? [takes the Scull.

I. C. E'en that.

Ham. Alas, poor Torick! I knew him, Horatio \ a fel-

low of infinite jell:, of moll excellent fancy : he hath born

on his back a thousand times ; and now, how ab-

horr'd in my imagination it is! my gorge rises at it.

Here hung those lips, that I have kilPd I know not how
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oft. Where be your gibes now? your gambols? your
fongs? your flafhes of merriment, that were wont to fee

the table on a roar? not one now, to mock your own
grinning? quite chap-fain r Now get you to my lady's

chamber, and tell her. Let her paint an inch thick, to

this favour Ihe muft come; make her laugh at that.-.

Pr'ythee, Horaiio, tell me one thing.

HoR, What's that, my lord?

Ham. Doft thou iVmky Alexander look'd o' this fafhion

i' the earth ?

HoR. F/en fo.

Ham, And fmelt fo? pah ! \^thrcw it douun,

HoR. E'en fo, my lord.

Ham, To what bafe ufes we may return, Hcraiio! Why
may not imagination trace the noble dull of Ale^cand^Vy

'till he find it flopping a bung- hole?

Hor. 'Twere to confider too cuiicuf]y,to confiderfo.

Ham. No, 'faith, not a jot; but to follow him thither

with modefly enough, and likelihood to lead it: As
thus,

—

Alexander dy'd, Alexander was bury'd, Alexander

returneth to dufl; the dull: is earth; of earth we make
lomie; And why of that lome, whereto he was converted.,

might they not flop a beer- barrel?

imperial Caesar, dead, and turn'd to clay,

Might flop a hole to keep the wind away:
O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe,

Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw 1

But, fofc, but foft, afide; here comes the king,

E7iier Priefls, &c. infclemn Proceffion^

a Ccjjln foUc^ujtng: Laertes, and Mourners^ after it*)

King, Queen, their ^7 raifiSy See,

The queen, the courtiers: Who is this they follow?
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And with fuch maimed rites! This doth betoken.

The coarfe, they follow, did with defperate hand
Fore-do it's own life: 'Twas of fome eftate:

Couch we a while, and mark, [retiring ^.vit^ Hor^Uo,

A very noble youth: Mark.
Lae, What ceremony elfe?

I. Her obfequies have been as far enlarg'd

As we have warranty: Her death was doubtful;

And, but that great command o'er-fways the order,

She (hould in ground unfan(!n:ify'd have lodg'd,

'Till the laft trumpet; for charitable prayers,

Shards, flints, and pebbles, (hould be thrown on her:

Yet here fhe is allowed her virgin rites,'.

Her maiden llrewments, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

L^E. Mull there no more be done?
I. P. No more be done;

We (hould prophane the fervice of the dead.

To fing a requiem and fuch reft to her

As to peace-parted fouls.

Lae. Lay her i*the earth [Coffin lay d in.

And from her fair and unpolluted fleOi

May violets fpring! I tell thee, charlifh prieft,

A minirtring angel (hall my filter be.

When thou ly'ft howling.

Ham, What, the fjiir Ophelia!

Slue. Sweets to the fvveet : [Jlreiuifig Flazvers.'j^ Fare-

well !

I hop'd, thou fhould'ft have been my Ha^filef^ wife;

1 thought, thy bride-bed to have dcck'd, fvect maid.

Lae. What ceremony elfe?

Ham. That is Laertes,

[to the Priefls.

[to Horatio.

Pi
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And not have ftrew'd thy grave.

Lj^e. O, treble woe
Fall ten times treble on that curfed head.

Whose wicked deed thy moft ingenious fenfe

Deprived thee of !— Hold off the earth a while,

'Till I have caught her once more in mine arms:

l^leaps into the GravSi^

Now pile your dull: upon the quick and dead;

'Till of this flat a mountain you have made.
To o'er-top old Pelion^ or the fkyiih head
Of blue Olympus,

HjiM, What is he, [ad'vancingr\ whose grief

Eears fuch an emphafis ? whose phrase of forrow

Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them Hand
Like wonder-wounded hearers? this is 1,

Hamlet the Dane, [leaps too in the Grave.

Lae. The devil take thy foul! [^grappling <with him.

Ham, Thou pray'fl not well.

I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat

;

For, though 1 am not fplenitive and rafh.

Yet have I in me fomething dangerous.

Which let thy wisdom fear: Hold off thy hand.

Kin, Pluck them afunder.

^e. Hamlet i Hamlet!

Att, Gentlemen,— \the Attendants part them,

HoR, Good my lord, be quiet. [to Hamleg.

[they co7ne out of the Grai^e.

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme^

Until my eye-lids v.'ill no longer wag.

^e, O my fon, vvhar theme?
Ham, I lov'd Ophelia-, forty thousand brothers

Could not with all their quantity of love
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Make up my fum.^-What wilt thou do for her?

Kin, O, he is mad, Laertes,

^e. For love of God, forbear him.

Ham. 'Zounds, fhow me what thou*t do:

Wou't weep? wou't fight? wou't faft? wou'c tear thyfelf ?

Wou't drink up Elfil? eat a crocodile?

ril do't. Doft thou come here to whine?
To out-face me with leaping in her grave?

Be bury'd quick with her; and fo will I

:

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw
Millions of acres on us; 'till our ground,

Sindging his pate againfl the burning zone.

Make OJfa like a wart: Nay, an thou'lt mouth,
1*11 rant as well as thou.

^e. This is meer madnefs

:

And thus a while the fit will work on him;
Anon, as patient as the female dove.

When that her golden couplets arc difclos'd.

His filence will fit drooping.

Ham. Hear you, fir;

What is the reason that you use me thus?

1 lov'd you ever: But it is no matter

;

Let Hercules himfelf do what he may.
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day.

\^Exit Hamlet.
Kin, I pray thee, good Horatio^ wait upon him,_»

\Exit Horatio.
Strengthen your patience in our lafl: night's fpeech;

We'll put the matter to the present pufh.

Good Gertrude^ fet fome watch over your fon.

[Exit Queen,
This grave fliall have a living monument;

6 Efill,
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An hour of quiet thereby fhall we fee

;

'Till then in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. Thefame. A Hall in the Ca/ile.

Enter Hamlet, an^ Horatio.
Ham, So much for this, fir : now lhall you fee the

other;

—

You do remember all the clrcumftance?

HoR. Remember it, my lord!

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting.

That would not let me fleep; methought, I lay

Worfe than the murines in the bilboes. Ralhnefs

(And prais'd be rafhnefs for it!) lets us know.
Our indifcretion fcmetime ferves us well.

When our deep plots do fail: and that fnouid teach us.

There's a divinity that fliapes our en<is.,

Rough-hew them how we will.

Hor. That is moft certain.

Ham, Up from my cabin.

My fea-gown fcarft about me, in the dark

Grop'd 1 to find out them : had my desire;

Finger'd their packet; and, in fine, withdrew
To mine own room again: making fo bold.

My fears forgetiing manners, to unfeal

Their grand commiflion ; where I found, Horathj,

A royal knavery; an exa(^ command,

—

Larded vvitli many feveral forts of reasons.

Importing /)^«w^2r/^''s health, and England's too.

With, ho, fuch bugs and goblins in my life.

That, on the fupervize, no leisure bated,

No, not to ftay the grinding of the axe,

IVly head fhould be lirook cif

.

x^ rafhly, net us <5 doe fail,
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HoR. Is't poffible?

Ham. Here's the =|= commiffion ; read it at more
sure.

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed?

HoR. Ay, 'befeech you.

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanles,"^

Or I could make a prologae to my brains.

They had begun the play;— 1 fat me down;
Devis'd a new commiffion; wrote it fair:

I once did hold it, as our ftatirts do,

A bafenefs to write fair, and laboured much
How to forget that learning; but, fir, now
It did me yeoman's fervice: Wilt thou know
The efFe£t of what I wrote?

HoR, Ay, good my lord.

Ham. An earneft conjuration from the klng,~*

As England was his faithful tributary;

As love between them like the palm might flourifli;

As peace (hould flill her wheaten garland wear.

And ftand a commere 'tween their amities

;

And many fuch like as's of great charge,

—

That, on the view and knowing of these contents.

Without debatement further, more, or lefs,

He fhould the bearers put to fudden death.

Not fiiriving time allow'd.

HoR. How was this feal'd?

Ham, Why, even in that was heaven ordinant;

I had my father's fignet in my purfe,

Which was the model of that DaniJJy feal

:

3i folded the writ up in form of the other;

Subfcrib'd it ; gav't the impreffion; plac'd it fafcly.

The changeling never known: Now, the next day

6 villaines, *o Comma
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Was our fea-fight; and what to this was fequent

Thou know'ft already.

HoR. So GuiUefjfiern and Rosincrant% go to't.

Bam, Why, man, they did make love to this employ-

ment;
They are not near my confcience ; their defeat

Does by their own infinuation grow:
'Tis dangerous, when the bafer nature comes
Between the pafs and fell incenfed points

Of mighty opposites.

HoR. Why, what a king is this \

Ham. Does it not, think thee, ftand me now upon?
He that hath kill'd my king, and whord my mother;

Popt in between the election and my hopes;

Thrown out his angle for my proper life.

And with fuch cous'nage; is't not perfed confcience.

To quit him with this arm ? and is*t not to be damn'd.

To let this canker of our nature come
In further evil.

HoR. It muft be fliortly known to him from England^

What is the iflue of the businefs there.

Ham. It will be fhort: the interim is mine;

And a man's life's no more than to fay, one.

But I am very forry, good Horatio^

That to Laertes I forgot myfelf;

For by the image of my cause I fee

The portraiture of his: I'll court his favours:

But, fure, the bravery of his grief did put me
Into a towering paffion.

HoR. Peace ; who comes here?

Eyiter OsRiCK, a Courtkr,

i)sR, Your lordfliip is right welcome back to Denmark^

*7 count
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Bam, I humbly thank you, fir. — Doft know this

water-fly?"

7/0;?. No, my good lord."

Ham, " Thy ftate is the more gracious; for 'tis a*'

vice, to know him: He hath much land, and fertil:"

let a beaft be lord of beafts, and his crib fliall fland'*

at the king's mefs: 'tis a cough; but, as I fay, fpa-"
*< cious in the possefTion of dirt."

OsR, Sweet lord, if your lordfhip were at leisure, I

fhould impart a thing to you from his majefty.

Ham. I will receive it, fir, with all diligence of fpirit:

Your bonnet to his right ufe ; 'tis for the head.

OsR, I thank your lordQiip, 'tis very hot.

Ham, No, believe me, 'tis very cold; the wind Is nor-

therly.

OsR, It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.

Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very fultry and hot; or

my complexion

—

OsR. Exceedingly, my lord; it is very fultry, as 't

were; I cannot tell how. My lord, his majefty bad me
fignify to you, that he has lay'd a great wager on your
head: Sir, this is the matter;—
Ham, I befeech you, remember.
OsR . Nay, good my lord ; for my ease. In good faith.

Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes: believe me,
an abfolute gentleman, full of moft excellent differences,

of very foft fociety, and great fhowing: Indeed, to fpeak

feelingly of him, he is the very card or kalendar of gen-

try ; for you (hall find in him the continent of what part

a gentleman would fee.

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition In you;

—

though, I know, to divide him inventorially, would diz-
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zy the arithmetick of memory;— and yet but raw nei-

ther, in refpedl of his quick fail. But, in the verity of
extolment, I take him to be a foul of great article ; and
his infusion of fuch dearth and rarenefs, as, to make true

didlion of him, his femblable is his mirror; and, who
clfe would trace him, his umbrage, nothing more.

OsR, Your lordfhip fpeaks moll infallibly of him.

i/^jw. The concernancy, fir? why do we wrap the

gentleman in our more rawer breath?

OsR. Sir?

HoR* Is't not poflible to underhand in another"

tongue? You will do't, fir, rarely.*' [to Hamlet.

HjiM, What imports the nomination of this gentle-

man ?

OsR, Of Laertes

P

HoR. *' His purfe is empty already; all's golden'*

words are fpent."

Ham, Of him, fir?

OsR, 1 know, you are not ignorant"^

Ham. I would, you did, fir; yet, in faith, if you did,

it would not much approve me: Well, fir.

OsR, —You are not ignorant of what excellence La^

ertes is

:

Ham, I dare not confefs that, left I fhould compare

with him in excellence; for, to know a man well, were

to know himfelf.

OsR. 1 mean, fir, for his weapon ; but in the impu-

tation lay'd on him by them : in this meed he's unfeU

low'd.

Ham, What's his weapon ?

OsR. Rapier and dagger.

Ham. That's two cf his weapons: but, well.

really. ^5 excellence^ but to a 8 in his meed
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OsR, The king, fir, has wager'd with him fix Barbary
horfes: againft the which he has impon'd, as I take it,

fix French rapiers and poniards, with their afligns, as gir-

dle, hanger, and To; three of the carriages, in faith, arc

very dear to fancy, very refponfive to the hilts, moll de-

licate carriages, and of very liberal conceit.

Ham, What call you the carriages?

HoR, ** 1 knew, you muft be edify*d by the marg-**
** ent, ere you had done." \to Hamlet.

Q^R, The carriages, fir, are the hangers.

Bam* The phrase would be more germane to the mat-
ter, if we could carry a cannon by our ffides ; 1 would,
it might be hangers 'till then. But, on: ^'\x Barbary horfes,

againft fix French fwords, their afligns, and three liberal-

conceited carriages ; that's the French bet againft the

Danijh
;
Why is this impon'd, as you call it?

OsR . The king, fir, hath lay'd, that, in a dozen pafles

between yourfelfand him, he lhall not exceed you three

hits: he hath lay'd on twelve for nine; and it would
come to immediate trial, if your lordQiip would vouch-
fafe the anfwer.

Ham, How if I anfwer, no?
OsR, I mean, my lord, the opposition of your perfon

in trial.

Ham, Sir, T will walk here in the hall; if it please his

majefly, it is the breathing time of day with me, let the-

foils be brought: the gentleman willing, and the king

holdino his purpose, I will win for him, an I can ; if not,

I will gain nothing but my ihame, and the odd hits.

O^R, Shall 1 deliver you fo?

Ham, To that efFeft, fir; after what flourifh your na-

ture will.
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OsR. I commend my duty to your lordlhlp.

Ham, Yours, yours. [Exit Osrick.] He does well,-

to commend it himfelf ; there are no tongues elfe for*s

turn.

HoR. This lapwing runs away with the fhell on his

head.

HjiM. He did compliment with his dug, before he

fuck'd it. Thus has he (and many more of the fame

breed, that, I know, the drofly age dotes on) only got

the tune of the time, an outward habit of encounter; a

kind of yelly colledion, that carries them through and
through the moft fan'd and winnow'd opinions; and, do
but blow them to their trial, the bubbles are out.

Efifer another Courtier.

Cou. My lord, his majefty commended him to you
by young Osrick, who brings back to him, that you at-

tend him in the hall: he fends to know, if your pleasure

hold to play with Laertes, or that you will take longer

time.

Hj.m» I am conflant to my purposes, they follow the

king's pleasure: if his fitnefs fpeaks, mine is ready;

now, or whenfoever, provided I be fo able as now.
Cou, The king, and queen, and all are coming down.
Ham, In happy time.

Cou, The queen desires you, to use fome gentle en-

tertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play.

Ham, She well inftrudls me. [Exit Courtier.

HoR. You will lose this wager, my lord.

Ham. I do not think fo; fmce he went into France, t

have been in continual pradVice; I (hall win at the odds.

Thou would'ft not think, how ill all's here about my
heart: but it is no matter.

7 Compile »o and outward fon4
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HoR. Nay, good my lord,—

Hj4M, It is but foolery; but it Is fuch a kind of*galn-

giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman.
HoR. If your mind diflike any thing, obey It: I will

foreftal their repair hither, and fay, you are not fit.

HjiM. Not a whit, we defy augury; there is fpeclal

providence in the fall of a fparrow. If it be now, 'tis

not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now; if it

be not now, yet it will come: the readinefs is all: Since

no man, of ought he leaves, knows, what is't to leave

betimes? Let be.

E?2ter King, Queen, Laertes, ZW/, Osrick,
afi(i Others; Attendants <vjitb Fdils, &c.

Kin. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this "j" hand from
me.

Ham, Give me your pardon, fir: I have done yon
wrong

;

But pardon 't, as you are a gentleman.

This presence knows,

And you mud needs have heard, how I am puniih'd

With fore diilraftion : What I have done.

That might your nature, honour, and exception.

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs.

Was't Harnkt wrong'd Laertes? Never Hamlet:

If Hamlet from himfelf be ta'en away.

And, when he's not himfelf, does wrong Laertes,

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it.

Who does it then? His madnefs: If't be fo,

Hamlet is of the fa6lion that is wrong'd;

His madnefs is poor Hamlet's enemy.
Let my difclaiming from a purposM evil

Free me fo far in your moil generous thoughts.

Vor.. X, Q
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That I have fhot my arrow o'er the houfe.

And hurt my brother.

Lae. I am fatiffy'd in nature,

Whose motive, in this cafe, Ihould ftir me mod
To my revenge: but in my terms of honour

I ftand aloof; and will no reconcilement,

'Till by fome elder mailers, of known honour,

I have a voice and precedent of peace.

To keep my name ungor'd: But, 'till that time,

I do receive your ofFer'd love like love.

And will not wrong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely;

And will this brother's wager frankly play.

Give us the foils ; come on.

Lae. Come, one for me.

Ham. ril be your foil, Laertes y in mine ignorance

Your Ikill fliall, like a ftar i' the darkeft night.

Stick fiery off indeed.

Lae. You mock me, fir.

Ham. No, by this "f" hand.

Kin, Give them the foils, young Osrick. Cousin

Hamlety

You know the wager ?

Ham. Very well, my lord

:

Your grace hath lay'd the odds o' the weaker fide.

Kin. I do not fear it; I have feen you both:

But fince he is better'd, you have therefore odds.

\they prepare to play,

Lae. This is too heavy, let me fee another, [gth ?

Ham. This likes me well : These foils have all a len-

QsR. Ay, my good lord.

Enter Attendants^ fwit.b Wine.

8 prefident 27 better'd, we have



Hamlet.

Kin, Set me the (loops of wine upon that table:—
If Hamiet give the firft, or fecond, hie.

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange.

Let all the battlements their ord'nance fire;

The king (hall drink to Hamlet^ better breath;

And in the cup an union (hall he throw.

Richer than that which four fucceflive kings

In Denmark\ cr'own have worn : Give me the cups

;

And let the kettle to the trumpet fpeak.

The trumpet to the cannoneer without.

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth,

No'-w the king drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin;

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye.

Ham, Come on, fir.

Lae, Come, my lord.
\^
A Flourijh. They play^

Ham, One.
Lae, No.
ii^M. Judgment?
OsR. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Lae, Well, again.

Kin, Stay, give me drink: Hamlet^ this "j* pearl Is

thine;

Here's to thy health. [drinks t andputs Poison in the Cup.

Give him the cup. \Flourip, Ordinance ^within.

Ham, ni play this bout firft, fet it by a while.--.

Come, [play,'] Another hit; What fay you?
Lae. I do confefs 't.

Kin. Our fon (hall win.

He's fat, and fcant of breath.

Here, Hamlet^ take my napkin, rub thy brows:
The queen carowses to thy fortune, Hamlet.

Ham, Hou, good madam.

CL2



Kin, Gertrude^ do not drink.

^e, I will, my lord ; I pray yoa, pardon me.
[drhiksy and tenders the Cup to Hamlet<t

Kin, " It is the poisoned cup; it is too late."

Ham, I dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by.

^e. Come, let me wipe thy face.

Lae, My lord, Pll hit him now.
Kin. I do not think 't.

La-e, " And yet it is almoft againfl my confclence."

Ham. Come, for the third :_Z^^r/^/, you but dally;

I pray you, pafs with your beft violence;

I am afeard, you make a wanton of me.

Lae, Say you fo ? come on-. {they play*

OsR, Nothing neither way>

Lae. Have at you now. [p^^J again»

Laertes rounds Hamlet: a Scuffle enfues; they change

Rapiers^ and Hamlet rounds Laertes.

Kin„ Part them, they are incenf'd.

Ham, Nay, come again. \^eenfalls,

OsR, Look to the queen there, ho!

HoR, They bleed on both fides:

How is't, my lord ?

OSR. Hov/ is^t, LaertesP [ricki

Lab., Why, as a woodcock to my own fprindge, Oi-

I am juftly kilPd with mine own treachery.

Ham, How does the queen?

Kin. She fwoons to fee them bleed.

No, no, the drink, the drink, O my dear

Hamlet!^
The drink, the drink; T am poison'd! \_dies.

Ham, O villany !— Ho ! let the door be lock'd:

Treachery I feek it out. [Laertes falls.



Hamlet.

Lae, It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art flain;

No medicine in the world can do thee good.

In thee there is not half an hour's life;

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand,

Unbated, and envenom'd : the foul pradlice

Hath turn'd itfelf on me; lo, here I lye,

Never to rise again: Thy mother's poison'd;

I can no more; the king, the king's to blame.

Ham, The point envenom'd too!

Then, venom, to thy work. [^Jlabs the King^

Att, Treason 1 treason

!

Kin, O, yet defend me, friends, t am but hurt.

Ham, Kere,thou inceftuous,murd'rous, damned D^//^,

Drink off this"]" potion : Is the union here?

Follow my mother. \}^ing

Lae, He is juftly ferv'd;

It is a poison temper'd by himfelf.

Exchange forgivenefs with me, noble Hamlet:

Mine and my father's death come not upon thee;

Nor thine on me! [Laertes dies.

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow thee.—
I am dead, Horatio: Wretched queen, adieu !-^

You that look pale and tremble at this chance.

That are but mutes or audience to this a6t.

Had I but time, (as this fell ferjeant, death,

la ftridl in his arreil) o, I could tell you,

—

But let it be: Horatio, I am dead;
Thou liv'ft; report me and my cause aright

To the unfatiffy'd.

HoR, Never believe it;

I am more an antique P^oman thi^n a Dam^
Here's yet fome liquor left.



134 Hamlet.

Ham» As thou'rt a man,

—

Give me the cup; let go; by heaven, I'll ha't.—
0 God! Horatio^ what a wounded name,
Things Handing thus unknown, (hall live behind me?
If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart,

jAbfent thee from felicity a while, [^Firings 'within*

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in pain,

To tell my ftory What warlike noise is this ?

OsR . Young Foriinbrasy with conquefl come from Po'

land.

To the embafTadors of England gives

This warlike volly.

Ham. O, I die, Horatio;

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my fpirit.

1 cannot live to hear the news from England:

But I do prophefy, the eledion lights

On Fortinbra$ \ he has my dying voice;

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and lefs.

Which have follicited,"-The reft is filence.

[Jinks J and dies*

HoR. Now cracks a noble heart:—Good night, fweet

prince

;

And flights of angels fmg thee to thy reft!_

Why does the drum come hither? [March mjitbin^

Enter Fortinbras, //^^ EmbafTadors, and Others.

For, Where is this fight?

HoR. What is it, you would fee?

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch.

For, This quarry cries on havock: O proud death.

What feall is toward in thine eternal cell.

That thou fo many princes, at a fliot.

So bloodily haft ftrook?



Hamlet.

s . E. The fight is dismal

;

And our affairs from England come too late

:

The ears are fenfelefs, that fhould give us hearing.

To tell him, his commandment is fulfiPd,

That Rosincrantz and Guildenjiern are dead:

Where fhould we have our thanks?

HoR, Not from his "j" mouth,
Had it the ability of life to thank you

;

He never gave commandment for their death.

But fince, fo jump upon this bloody queftion.

You from the Polack wars, and you from England
Are here arriv'd, give order, that these bodies

Higk on a flage be placed to the view;

And let me fpeak, to the yet unknowing world.

How these things came about: So fhall you hear

Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural a£ls;

Of accidental judgments, casual flaughters;

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause;

And, in this up-lhot, purposes miftook

FalPn on the inventors' heads : all this can I

Truly deliver.

For. Let us hafte to hear it,

And call the nobleffe to the audience.

For me, with forrow I embrace my fortune;

I have fome rights of memory in this kingdom.
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me.

HoR, Of that I fhall have alfo cause to fpeak,

And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more:
But let this fame be presently performed.

Even while men's minds are wild; left more mifchance.

On plots, and errors, happen.

For, Let four captains

*3 noble

Q4
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Bear Hamlet , like a foldier, to the llage;

For he was likely, had he been put on.

To have prov'd moft royally; and, for his paflagej

The foldiers' musick, and the right of war.

Speak loudly for him
Take up the bodies: Such a iight as this

Becomes the field, but here Ihows much amifs.

Go, bid the foldiers Ihoot. [A dead March^
Exeunt folemtily^ bearing off the Bodies ; after nvhich,

a Feal of Ordinance is Jhot off.
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Perfons representid.

Duke o/Venke;
Brabantio, a Senator

^

iivo other Senators:

Othello, a noble Moor, in their Service

i

Caffio, his Lieutenant ;

lago, his Ancient.

Montano, chief in Command at Cyprus, before Othello.

Roderigo, ayoung Venetian, inLo<ve uuith Desdemona.

Officers of the Duke, t<wo ; Gentlemen, four*

Clown, aDomeftick OthelloV.

a Musician, Herald, Mejfenger, and Sailor.

Desdemona, Brabantio'/ Daughter, marry*d to Othello,

Emilia, Wife to lago.

Bianca, a Courtezan, Mijirefs to Caffio.

Di'vers other Attendants, Officers, People, &c.

Scene, during the firft ASl, in Venice ; after^wards,

at a Sea-pert in Cyprus.



OTHELLO.

Acr L
SCENE I. Venice. y4 Street.

Enter RoDEKiGO, 1a go follonjoing.

Rod. Never tell me, I take it much unkindly.
That thou, lagOy—who haft had my purfe,

As if the firings were thine,— (houldft know of this;

Iag. But you'll not hear me

:

If ever I did dream of fuch a matter,

—

Rod, Thqu toldft me, thou didll hold him in thy hate.

7^G. Defpise me, if I do not. Three great ones of

the city.

In perfonal fuit to make me his lieutenant,

OfF-cap'd to him;— and, by the faith of man,
I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place:

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes.

Evades them, with a bombaft circumllance.

Horribly iluft with epithets of war;
And, in conclusion,

Non fuits my mediators; /or, certes, fays he.

5 matter, abhorre me.



Othello,

I ha've already chose my officer.

And what was he?

Forfooth, a great arithmetician.

One Michael CaJJio^ a Florentine

^

A fellow almoft damn'd in a fair face;

That never fet a fquadron in the field.

Nor the division of a battle knows
More than a fpinller ; unlefs the bookifh theorique^

Wherein the toged confuls can propose

As maflerly as he: meer prattle, without praftice.

Is all his foldierlhip. But he, fir, had the eledlion:

And I,— of whom his eyes had feen the proof.

At Rhodes^ at Cyprus^ and on other grounds,

Chriilian, and heathen,— muft be be-lee'd and calm'd

By debtor and creditor, this counter-cafter;

He, in good time, muft his lieutenant be,

And I (God blefs the mark!) his moorlhip's ancient.

Rod, Byheaven,! rather would have been hishangman.

IAG, But there's no remedy, 'tis the curfe of fervice;

Preferment goes by letter, and affedlion.

And not by old gradation, v/hcre each fecond

Stood heir to the firft. Now, fir, be judge yourfelf.

Whether I in any juft term am affin'd

To love the Mcor,

Rod. I would not follow him then.

Iag> O, fir, content you

;

I follow him to ft-rve my turn upon him:
Vve cannot all be mafters, nor ail mailers

Cannot be truly follow'd. You Ihall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave.

That, doting on his own obfequious bondage,

Wears out his time, much like his matter's afs.

3 faire VVife)
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For nought but provender, and, when he's old, calhlerM;

Whip me fuch honell knaves: Others there are.

Who, trim'd in forms and visages of duty,

Keep yet their hearts attending on themfelves;

And, throwing but fliows of fervice on their lords.

Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd their

coats,

Do themfelves homage: these fellows have fome foul;

And fuch a one do 1 profefs myfelf.

For, fir.

It is as fure as you are RoderigOy

Were I the Moor^ I would not be lago:

In following him, I follow but myfelf;

Heaven is my judge, not 1 for love and duty.

But feeming fo, for my peculiar end

:

For when my outward adion doth demonftrate

The native a6l and figure of my heart

Tn compliment extern, 'tis not long after

But I will wear my heart upon my fleeve

For daws to peck at; I am not what I am.
Rqd» What a full fortune does the thick-Hps owe.

If he can carry't thus!

Iag. Call up her father,

Rouze him: make after him, poison his delight,

Proclaim him in the flreets; incenfe her kinsmen.

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell.

Plague him with fiies: though that his joy be joy.

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation on't.

As it may lose fome colour.

Rod. Here is her father's houfe. Til call aloud.

\_going to-ojards the Door.

Iao. Do; with like timorous acctnt, and dire yell.



6 Othello.

As when, by night and negligence, the Rrt

Is fpy'd in populous cities.

Rod. What ho, Brabantio! fignior Brahaniio, ho!

IAG. Awake! what \iOy Brabantio ! thieves, thieves,

thieves

!

Look to your houfe, your daughter, and your bags!

Thieves ! thieves 1 [fummons ?

Bra. \jwithin,'\ What is the reason of this terrible

What is the matter there?

Rod. Signior, is all your family within?

Iag. Are your doors lock'd?

Bra. \jwiihin.'] Why? wherefore afk you this? [wn;
Iag. Sir, you are rob'd; for fliame, put on your go-

Your heart is burft, you have loft half your foul;

Even now, now, very now, an old black ram
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise;

Awake the fnorting citizens with the bell.

Or elfe the devil will make a grandfire of you

:

Arise, I fay.

Bra. What, have you loft your wits?

[appearing abo^ve^ at a Windonv^

Rod. Moft reverend fignior, do you know my voice?

Bra. Not I; What are you?

RcD. My name is

—

Rocierigo.

Bra. The worfe welcome:

I have charg'd thee, not to haunt about my doors:

In honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay.

My daughter is not for thee; and now, in madnefs,

(Being full of fupper, and diftempering draughts)

Upon malicious bravery, doft thou come
To Ilart my quiet:

Rod, Sir, fir, fir,"-



Othello.

Bra. But thou muft needs be fure,

My fpirit, and my place, have in their power
To make this bitter to thee.

Rod. Patience, good fir.

BrjI. What teirft thou me of robbing? this is Venice',

My houfe is not a grange.

Rod, Moik gra,vc Braianiioy

In fimple and pure foul I come to you.

luiG. 'Zounds, fir, you are one of those, that will not

ferve God, if the devil bid you. Because we come to do
you fervice, you think we are ruffians: You'll have your

daughter cover'd with a Barbary horfe; you'll have your

nephews neigh to you: you'll have courfers for cousins,

and gennets for germans.

Bra, What prophane wretch art thou ?

Iag. I am one, fir, that comes to tell you, your

daughter and the Moor are now making the beall: with

two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

Iag. You are"~a fenator.

Bra. This thou lhalt anfwer;! know thee, Roderigo*

Rod. Sir, I will anfwer any thing. But I befeech you,

If't be your pleasure, and mod wise confent,

(As partly, I find, it is) that your fair daughter

i^e, at this odd even and dull watch o'the night,

Tranfported— with no worfe nor better guard.

But with a knave of common hire, a gondalier,

—

To the grofs clafps of a lafcivious Moor:—
If this be known to you, and your allowance,

We then have done you bold and faucy wrongs

;

But, if you know not this, my manners tell me.

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe.
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That, from the fenfe of all civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence:

Your daughter,— if you have not giv'n her leave,~^

I fay again, hath made a grofs revolt;

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes.

On an extravagant and wheeling ftranger.

Of here and every where: Straight fatiffy yourfelf;

If fhe be in her chamber, or your houfe.

Let loofe on me the juftice of the Hate,

For thus deluding you.

BrjI, Strike on the tinder, ho!

Give me a taper;— call up all my people:.^

This ac<:ident is not unlike my dream,

Belief of it opprefTes me already:

Light, I fay! light! [Exit,from above

^

Ijg, Farewel ; for I muft leave you:

It feems not meet, nor wholefome to my place.

To be produc'd (as, if I Hay, I fhall)

Againft the Moor: For, I do know, the Hate-
However this may gall him with fome check,

—

Cannot with fafety caft him ; for he's embark'd
With fuch loud reason to the Cyprus^ war,

(Which even now Hands in ad) that, for their foulsj

Another of his fathom they have not.

To lead their businefs on: in which regard.

Though I do hate him as I do hell pains,

Yet, for necellity of present life,

I muft fhew out a flag and fign of love,

Which is indeed but fign. That you fhall furely find him^

Lead to the fagittar the raised fearch;

And there will I be with him. So, farewel. [Exitn.

Entery belonjjy Brabantio, and Ser^vantSy

6 In an a a wan es
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n.mth Lights.

Bra. Tt is too true an evil : gone (he is;

And what's to come of my defpised time.

Is nought but bitternefs, Now, RoderigOy

Where didft thou fee her? O unhappy girl!

With the M<?i/r5 fay'il thou? Who would be a father?«_»

How didll thou know 'twas (he? O, fhe deceives me
Paft thought ! What faid fhe to you ? Get more tapers

;

Raise all my kindred. Are they marry'd, think you?
Rod. Truly, I think, they are.

Bra, O heaven!—How got fhe out?—O treason of
the blood !_-.

Fathers, from hence trufl not your daughters' minds
By what you fee them ad.-«. Are there not charms.

By which the property of youth and maidhood
May be abus'd? have you not read, Roderigo,

Of fome fuch thing?

Rod. Yes, fir; 1 have, indeed. [her!_.

Bra* Call up my brother— O, would you had had
Some one way, fome another, Do you know
Where we may apprehend her and the MoorF

Rod, I thinkj I can difcover him; if you please

To get good guard, and go along with me.

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every houfe Til call,

I may command at moil: Get weapons, hoi

And raise fome fpecial officers of might

—

On, gooA Roderigo ; Pii deserve your pains. [^Exeunt.

SCENE 11. The fame. Another Street,

Enter Othello; Iago, cwd Others^ nvith him.

Iag. Though in the trade of war I have flain men.
Yet do I hold it very Ruff o' the confcience.

Vol. X. R
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To do no contrlvM murther; I lack iniquity

Sometimes, to' do me fervice: Nine or ten tirties

I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the rib^*

Oth» 'Tis better as it is.

Ij4G. Nay, but he prated,

And fpoke fuch fcurvy and provoking terms

Againft your honour,

That, with the little godlinefs I have,

I did full hard forbear him. But, 1 pray, fir.

Are you fall marry'd? Be afTur'd of this,—

That the magnifico is much belov'd;

And hath, in his effedl, a voice potential

As double as the duke's: he will divorce you;
Or put upon you what reftraint, or grievance.

The law (with all his might, to enforce it on)

Will give him cable.

Oth. Let him do his fpite

:

My fervices, which I have done the figniory.

Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to knowy
(Which, when I know that boafting is an honour,

I ihall promulgate) I fetch my life and being

From men of royal fiege; and my demerits

May fpeak, and bonnetted, to as proud a fortune

As this that I have reached : For know, lagOf

But that I love the gentle Desdefnonaj

I would not my unhoused free condition

Piit into circumfcription and confine

For the fea's worth. But, look ! what lights come yond'?

Enter, at a Dijlance, Cassio, and certain Officers^

nxjiih Torches,

Iag. Those are the raised father, and his friends:

You were belt go in.

fpcake (unbcnncUed)
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02'H . Not I : I mud be found

;

My parts, my title, and my perfed foul,

Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they?

IjiG, By JdnuSf I think no.

Oth, The fervants of the duke, and my lieutenant,—

The goodnefs of the night upon you, friends!

What is the news ?

Cjis. The duke does greet you, general;

And he requires your hafte, poft-hafte appearance.

Even on the inllanc.

On/. What is the m^ltter, thiilk you?
Cjis, Something from Cyprus, as I may divine;

It is a businefs of fome heat: the gallies

Have fent a dozen fequent meflengers

This very night, at one another's heels;

And many of the cbnfuls, rais'd, and met.

Are at the duke's already: You have been hotly call'd for;

When being not at your lodging to be found.

The fenate hath fent about three feveral quells.

To fearch you out.

Oth. 'Tis well I am found by you.

I will but fpend a word here in the houfb,

And go with you. [Exit,

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here?

Lag. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land-carrack;

If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever.

Cas. I do not underftand.

IAG. He's marry'd.

Cas. To who?
Re-enter Othello.

Iag. Marry, to —Come, captain, will you go?
0th, Have with yju.

R 2
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Cjs. Here comes another troop to feek for yowi
Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Others^

nvith Lights, and Weapons.

IAG. It IS Brabantio: general, be advis'd;

He comes to bad intent.

Oru. Holal Hand there!

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor,

Bra, Down with him, thief.

[Brabantio, and his Party^fet upon the Others^

IAO, You, Roderigo! come, fir, I am for you.

OtH. Keep up your bright fwords, for the dew wil^

ruft them

—

Good fignior, you fhall more command with years.

Than with your weapons. [daughter?

Bra, O thou foul thief, where haft thou How'd my
Damn'd as thou art, thou haft enchanted her:

For ril refer me to all things of fenfe.

If ftie in chains of magick were not bound,

Whether a maid— fo tender, fair, and happy;
So opposite to marriage, that Ihe ftiun^d

The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,""

Would ever have, to incur a general mock.
Run from her guardage to the footy bosom
Of fuch a thing as thou ; to fear, not to delight.

Judge me the world, if 'tis not grofs in fenfe.

That thou haft pra6tic'd on her with foul charms;

Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals,

That weaken notion : I'll have't difputed on;

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking.

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee^

For an abuser of the world, a pra£lifer

Of arts inhibited and out of vvariant:^

motion
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Lay hold upon him ; if he do resift,

Subdue hirn at his peril.

Oth. Hold your hands,

Both you of my inclining, and the reft:

Were it my cue to fight, 1 ftiould have known it

Without a prompter._Where will you that I go
To anfwer this your charge?

Bra. To prison; 'till fit time

Of law, and courfe of dired fefiion.

Call thee to anfwer.

Orn. What if I do obey ?

How may the duke be therewith fatiffy'd

;

Whose meflengers are here about my fide.

Upon fome present businefs of the liate,

To bring me to him ?

I. O. 'Tis true, moft worthy fignior.

The duke's in council; and your noble felf,

I am fure, is fent for.

Brj3, Howl the duke in council!

In this time of the night! Bring him away:
Mine's not an idle cause: the duke himfelf,

Or any of my brothers of the iiate.

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own :

For if fuch adlions may have pafiage free,

Bond-flaves, and pagans, fliall our Hatesmen be.

[Exeu/if,

SCENE 111, Thefame, A Council-chamber*

The Duke difco^er dJitting at a Table, Senators about himi

Officers of the Council^ and Others^

at a Di/lance,

Duk, There is no comp?)oition in these nesvsj

R3
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That gives them credit.

1. S, Indeed, they are difproportiori'd :

My letters fay, a hundred and feven gallies.

Du.k. And mine, a hundred and forty.

2. And mine, two hundred :

But though they jump not on a juH account,

(As in these cafes, where the aim reports,

'Tis oft with difference) yet do they all confirm

A Turhfi fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus,

Duk, Nay, it is poffible enough to judgment;
I do not fo fecure me in the error,

Eut the main article I do approve

In fearful fenfe.

Sai, [yjithin.'] What ho! what ho! what ho!

Enter an Ofiicer, bringing in a Sailor.

Off. A meifenger from the gallies.

Duk. Now? the businefs?

Sai. The Turkijh preparation makes for Rhodes

i

So was I bid report here to the ilate,

By fignior Angela, \t^^y n,mihdraix\

Duk, Hew fay you by this change?

I. S. This cannot be.

By no affay of reason ; 'tis a pageant.

To keep us in falfe gaze: When we confider

The importancy of Cyprus to the Tiirk%

And let ourfelves again but underhand,

That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes^

So may he with more facile queilion bear it,

For that it ftands not in fuch warlike brace,

Eut altogether lacks the abilities

1 hat Rhodes is dreiT'd in;—if v*/e make thought of thi5j>

We niuil not think; the; Turk is fo unfkilful.
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To leave that lateft, which concerns him firfl;

Negledling an attempt of ease, and gain.

To wake, and wage, a danger profitlefs.

Duk, Nay, in all confidence, he's not {qx Rhodes.

Enter a MefFenger, ujher^d.

Off, Here is more news.

Mef. The Ottomites^ reverend and gracious.

Steering with due courfe toward the isle of Rhodesy

Have there injointed them with an after fleet.

' I. 5. Ay» fo I thought: How many, as you guefs?

Mef. Of thirty fail: and now they do re-ftem

Their baclcward courfe, bearing with frank appearance

Their purposes toward Cyprus, Signior Montanoy

Your trufty and moll valiant fervitor.

With this free duty, recommends you thus.

And prays you to believe him. \reiirmg»

Duk. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus.

Marcus Lucchefey is not he in town?
1 . 5. He's now in Florence,

Duk, Write from us; wifli him pofl,

Poil-hafte: difpatch.

I. S, Here comes Brahantioy and the valiant Moor»

Enter Br a Bant 10, Othello, I ago,
RoDERiGO, and Others,

Duk. Valiant Othello, we murt: ftraight employ you
Agaicft the general enemy Ottoman—
I did not fee you; welcome, gentle fignior;

We lack'd your counfel and your help to-night.

Bra, So did 1 yours: Good your grace, pardon me;
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of businefs,

Ha£h rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general care

Take hold- on me; for my particular grief

*8 Lucclcot

R4



i6 Othello.

Is of fo flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature^^

That it engluts and fwallows other forrows.

And it is ftill itfelf.

Duk, Why, what's the matter?

Bra* My daughter! o, my daughter!

Sen, Dead r

Bra, Ay, to me;
She is abus'd, Holn from me, and corrupted

By fpeils and medicines bought of mountebanks:
For nature fo prepoft'roufly to err, •

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,

Sans witchcraft could not Be*

Duk. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding.

Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herfelf,

And you of her, the bloody book of law

You ihall yourfelf read in the bitter letter,

After your own fenfe; yea, though our proper fon

Stood in your adtion.

Bra, Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man, this Moor; whom now, it feems,

Your fpecial mandate, for the llate affairs,

Hath hither brought.

Sen, We are very forry for't.

Duk, What, in your own part, can you fay to this?

Bra, Nothing, but this is fo.

Oth. Moil potent, grave, and reverend figniors.

My very noble and approved good mailers,

—

That I have ta*en away this old man's daughter,

Jt is moil true; true, I have marry'd her;

The very head and front of my offending

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my fpeech.

And little bleff'd with the foft phraee of peace:
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For lince these arms of mine had fcven years' pith,

'Till now feme nine moons waded, they have us'd.

Their deareft a6lion in the tented field

;

And little of this great world can I fpeak.

More then pertains to feats of broil and battle;

And therefore little fhall I grace my cause.

In fpeaking for myfelf: Yet, by your gracious patience,

I will a round unvarniHi'd tale deliver.

Of my whole courfe of love ; what drug?, what charms.

What conjuration, and what mighty magick,

(For fuch proceeding I am charged withal)

I won his daughter with.

Bra. a maiden never bold;

Of fpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion
Blufh'd at herfelf; And fhe,— in fpight of nature.

Of years, of country, credit, every thing,

—

To fall in love with what fhe fear'd to look on?
It is a judgment maim'd, and moft imperfed,

That will confefs— perfection fo could err,

Againft all rules of nature; and mull be driven

To find out praftifes of cunning hell,

Why this (hould be. I therefore vouch again,

That with fome mixtures powerful o'er the blood.

Or with fome dram conjur'd to this efFedl,

He wrought upon her.

Duk. To vouch this, is no proof;

Without more certain and more overt teft,

Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods

Of modern feeming, do prefer againil him.

I, S But, Othello, fpeak ;
—

Did you by indiredl and forced courfes

Subdue and poison this young maid^s afFc£l!on3?



Or cgtme It by requeft, and fuch fair queftion

As foul to foul afFordeth.

OrH, I do befeech you.
Send for the lady to the fagittar,

-And let her fpeak of me before her father:

If you do find me foul in her report.

The truft, the office, I do hold of you,

Not only take away, but let your ientence

Even fall upon my life.

Duk. ¥ct(:\i Desdemona hither, [to fome Attendants,

Orif. Ancient, condud them; you bell know the

place. [ Exeunt Attendants^ and IA G o.

And, 'till fhe come, as truly as to heaven
I do confefs the vices of my blood.

So juftly to your grave ears I'll present

How I did thrive in this fair lady's love,

And Ihe in mine.

Duk. Say it, Othello.

Oru. Her father lov'd me; oft invited me;
Still queftion'd me the ftory of my life.

From year to year, the battles, fieges, fortunes.

That I have pafi*'d

:

I ran it through, even from my boyifh days.

To the very moment that he bad me tell it.

Wherein I {pake of moll disaflrous chances.

Of moving accidents, by flood, and field;

Of hair-breadth 'fcapes i' the imminent deadly breach;

Of being taken by the infolent foe.

And fold to flavery; of my redemption thence.

And portance in my travel's hidory:

Wherein of antres vail, and desarts idle, [ven.

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills v/^se heads touch hea-
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It was my hint to fpeak, fuch was the procefs;

And of the Camhals that each other eat.

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads

Do grow beneath their (houlders. These things to hear.

Would Desdemona ferioufly incline:

But flill the boufe affairs would draw her thence;

Which ever as Ihe could with halle difpatch.

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear

Devour up my difcourfe: Which I observing.

Took once a pliant hour; and found good mean$
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart,

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate.

Whereof by parcels (he had fomething heaj-d.

But not diftindively : I did confent;

And often did beguile her of her tears.

When I did fpeak of fome diftre/Tful ftroke

That my youth fufFer'd. My flory being done.

She gave me for my pains a world of fighs:

She fwore,—in faith, 'twas ftrange, 'twas paffing llrange;

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful:

She wilh'd, fhe had not heard it; yet fhe wifh'd.

That heaven had made her fuch a man : fhe thank'd me;
And bad me, if I had a friend that lov'd her,

I ihould but teach him how to tell my (lory.

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I fpake:

She lov'd me for the dangers I had palT'd;

And I lov'd her, that fhe did pity them.

This only is the witchcraft I have us'd;

Here comes the lady, let her witnefs it.

Enter Desdemona, attended-, [ago,
and the Others, folIo=zving,

Dkk, I think, this tale would win my daughter t09.—
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Good Bralatiiio^

Take up this mangrd matter at the befl:

Men do their broken weapons rather use.

Than their bare hands.

Bra, I pray you, hear her fpeak;

If fhe confefs, that Ihe was half the wooer,

Deftrudlion on my head, if my bad blame
Light on the man! Come hither, gentle miflrefs;

Do you perceive in all this noble company,
Where moft you owe obedience.

Des, My noble father,

I do perceive here a divided duty:
To you I am bound for life, and education;

My life, and education, both do learn me
How to refpc6l you ; you are the lord of duty,

I am hitherto your daughter: But here's my husband;
And fo much duty as my mother fiiew'd

To you, preferring you before her father.

So much I challenge that I may profefs

Due to the Moor my lord.

Bra. God be wi' you; I have done:

Please it your grace, on to the ftace aflairs

;

I had rather to adopt a child, than get it.-^

Come hither, Moor;

I here do give thee that with all my heart.

Which, but thou hafl already, with all my heart

J would keep from thee: ^nXi, for your fake, jewel,]

I am glad at foul i have no other child;

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny.

To hang clogs on them I have done, my lord.

Duk. Let me fpeak like yourfelf; and lay a fentence.

Which, like a gri-K^, or ilep, may help these lovers
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Into your favour.

When remedies are pafl, the griefs are ended,

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended.

To mourn a mifchief that is pail and g-one.

Is the next way to draw new mifchief on.

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes.

Patience her injury a mockery makes.

The rob'd, that fmiles, Iteals fomething from the thlef^

He robs himfelf, that fpends a bootlefs grief.

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile;

We lose it not, fo long as we can fmile.

He bears the fentence well, that nothing bears

But the free comfort which from thence he hears:

But he bears both the fentence and the forrow.

That, to pay grief, mull of poor patience borrow.

These fentences, to fugar, or to gall.

Being llrong on both fides, are equivocal:

But words are words; 1 never yet did hear.

That the bruis'd heart was pieced through the ear.

I humbly befeech you, proceed to the affairs of ftate.

[goes to his Seat,

Duk. TheTurk with a moft mighty preparation makes
for Cyprus : ^Othelloy the fortitude of the place is befl

known to you : And though we have there a fubilitute

of moil allowM fufficiency, yet opinion, a fovereign mi-
ilrefs of efFe6ls, throws a more fafe voice on you: you
mull therefore be content, to llubber the glofs of your
new fortunes with this more ftubborn and boiftrous ex-

pedition.

Orjf. The tyrant cudom, mod: grave fenators.

Hath made the flinty and fleel couch of war
My thrice-driv'n bed of down : 1 do agnize

S9 pierced
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A natural and prompt alacrity,

I find in hardnefs ; and do undertake
This present War againft the Ottomifes.

Moft humbly therefore bending to your ftate>

I ciave fit difposition for my wife;

Due reference of place, and exhibition;

With fuch accommodation, and befort.

As levels with her breeding.

Duk. If you please^

Be't at her father's*

Bra. ril not have it fo.

Ork. Nor I.

Des. Nor 1; I would not there reside.

To put my father in impatient thoughts.

By being in his eye. Moft gracious duke.

To my unfolding lend a gracious ear;

And let me find a charter in your voice.

To afiifl my fimplenefs.

Duk, What would you, Desdemona?

Des, That 1 did love the Moor to live with hi

My down-right violence and ftorm of fortunes.

May trumpet to the world; my heart's fubdu'd

Even to the very quality of my lord

:

I faw Othello's visage in his mind;
And to his honours, and his valiant parts.

Did I my foul and fortunes confecrate.

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,

A moth of peace, and he go to the war^

The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me>
And I a heavy interim (hall fupport

By his dear abfence: Let me go with him.

Oth, Your voices, lords; befeech you, let her
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Have a ffee way. I therefore beg it not.

To please the palate of my appetite;

Nor to comply with heat, (the young afFedls

In me defundl) and proper fatiffadlion

;

But to be free and bounteous to her mind:
And heaven defend your good fouls, that you think

I will your ferious and great businefs fcant.

For fhe is with me; No, when light-wing'd toys

Of feather'd Cupid, feel with wanton dulnefs

My fpeculative and oliic'd inftrument.

That my difports corrupt and taint my businefs.

Let huswives make, a fkillet of my helm,

And all indign and bafe adverfities

Make head againft my eftimation \

DuL Be it as you fhall privately determine.

Either for her ftay, or going: the affair cries— hade.

And fpeed muft anfwer it ; you mud hence to-night.

Z)£5. To-night, my lord?

Duk. This night.

OHH, With all my heart.

Duk. At nine i'the morning here we'll meet again

\to the Senators^ risiTtg^

Othello, leave fome officer behind,

And he fhall our commiffion bring to you;

And fuch things elfe of quality and refpeft.

As doth import you.

Oth. Please your grace, my ancient;

A man he is of honefty, and truft:

To his conveyance I affign my wife,

With what elfe needful your good grace fhall tiiinfc

To be fent after me.
Duk. Let it be fo.«-.

4 In my de^
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Good nigbt to every one. And, noble iignlor,

[to Brabantio,

If virtue no delighting beauty lack,

Your fon-in-law is far more fair than black.

I, Adieu, brave Moor! use Desdemona well.

Bka, Look to her, Moor, if thou hall eyes to fee;

She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee.

\Exeunt Duke, Sen. Bra. &c.
Ori/. My life upon her faith. Honell/^^c,

My Desdemona muft I leave to thee:

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her;

And bring them after in the beft advantage.^
Come, Desdemcna% I have but an hour.

Of love, of worldly matter and diredion,

To fpend with thee: we mull obey the time.

[Exeunt Oth. andDzs*
Rod, lagoy—
Iag, What fay'fl thou, noble heart ?

Rod. What will I do, think'll thou?

Iag. Why, go to bed, and lleep.

Rod. I will incontinently drown myfelf.

Iag. W^ell, if thou doft, I fhall never love thee af-

ter. Why, thou filly gentleman I

Rod, It is fiUinefs to live, when to live is a torment:

and then have we a prefcription to die, when death is

our physician.

I^G. O villanous ! I have look''d upon the world for

four times feven years ; and fince I could diftinguifh be-

twixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man that

knew how to love himfelf. Ere I would fay,l would
drown myfelf for the love of a Guinea hen, I would ch-

ange my humanity with a baboon.

3 delighted
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Rob. What ftiould I do? I confefs, it is my fhame to

be fo fond; but it is not in my virtue to amend it.

J^G. Virtue? A fig! 'tis in ourfelves, that we are thus^

or thus. Our bodies are our gardens; to the which, our

wills are gardiners ; fo that if we will plant nettles, or

fow lettuce; fet hyfTop, and weed up thyme ; fupply ic

with one gender of herbs, or diftrad it with many; ei-

ther have it fceril with idlenefs, or manur'd with induf-

try ; why, the power and corrigible authority of this lies

in our wills. If the beam of our lives had not one fcale

of reason, to poize another of fenfuality, the blood and
bafenefs of our natures would conduct us to moll pre-

poil'rous conclusions'. But we have reason, to cool our

raging motions, our carnal flings, our unbitted lulls;

whereof 1 take this, chat you call—love, to be a fe6l, or

fcyon.

Rod. It cannot be.

IjiG, It is meerly a lull of the blood, and a permlf-

iion of the will. Come, be a man: Drown thyfelf? drown
cats, and blind puppies. I have profelT'd me thy friend,

and I confefs me knit to thy deserving with cables of

perdurable toughnefs; I could never better fleed thee

than now. Put money in thy purfe: follow these wars;

defeat thy favour with an usurp'd beard ; I fay, put mo-
ney in thy purfe. It cannot be, that Desdemona fhould

long continue her love unto the M^ar,— put money in

thy pDrfe;"^nor he his to her: it was a violent com-
mencement in her, and thou fnalt fee an anhverable fe-

queftration; put but money in thy purfe. These Moors

are changeable in their wills;— fill thy purfe with mo-
ney: the food that to him now is as luf:ious as locuRs,

lhall be to him fhortly as bitter as coioquintida. She

10 braine of

Vol. X. s
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muft change for youth: when fhe h fated with his bddy,
Ihe will find the ei^ror of her choice; therefore put mo-
ney in thy purfe. ff thou wilt needs damn thyfelr", do
it a more delicate way than drowning. Make all the

money thou canlt : If fandtimony and a frail vow, be-

twixt an erring BarL.nr:an and a fuper-fubtle Ve-mtian^

be not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell,

thou fhalt enjoy her; therefore make money. A pox of
drowning thyfelf! it is clean out of the way; feek thou

rather to be hang'd in compaifing thy joy, than to be
drown'd and go without her.

Rod, Wilt thou be fall to my hopes, if I depend on
the ifTue?

IAG, Thou art fure of me;— Go, make money: —

[

have told thee often, and I re-teli thee again and again,

3 hate the Moor: my cause Is hearted ; thine hath no lef?

reason: Let us be conjundlive in our revenge againil

him : if thou canll cuckold him, thou doll: thylelf a

pleasure, me a fport. There are many events in the

womb of time, which will be delivered. Traverfe ; go

;

provide thy money. We will have more of this to-mor-

row. Adieu.

Rod. Where fhall we meet i' th' morning?

Iag, At my lodging.

Rod. ril be with thee betimes.

Iag, Go to, farewel.

Rod. ril fell all my land. {Exit.

Iag. Thus do I ever make my fool my purfe;

For 1 mine own gain'd knowledge fnould prophane.

If I would time expend v/ith fuch a fnipe,

But for my fport, and profit. I hate the Af^i/yr;

i^nd it is thought abroad, that 'tvvixt my iheets
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tie has done my office : I know not, iPt be true;

But I, for meer fufpicion in that kind,

Will do, as if for furety. He holds me well;

The better fhail my purpose work on him.

Cqffio's a proper man : Let me fee now

;

To get his place^ and to plume up my will

In double knavery,— How, how?— Let's fee:

After fome time, to abuse Othello's ear.

That he is too familiar with his wife :
—

He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpose.

To be fufpeded; fram'd to make women falfe:

The Moor is of a free and open nature,

That thinks men honeft, that but feem to be fo;

And will as tenderly be led by the nose,

As affes are.

I have't; it is engendered : Hell and night

Muft bring this monflrous birth to the world's light-

[Exit.

ACT IL
SCENE I. The Capital of Cy^m^. A Plat-form.

Enter Mont a no, and tuuo Gentlemen.

Mou. What from the cape can you discern at fear

I. G. Nothing at all: it is a high- wrought flood;

I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main,

Defcry a fail.

MoN, Methinks, the wind hath fpoke aloud at land;

A fuller blaft ne'er fnook our battlements

:

If it hath ruffian'd fo upon the fea,

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them,

S 2
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Can Hold the mortice? What Ihall we hear of this?

2. G. A fegregation of the Turkijh fleet:

For do but ftand upon the foaming (hore.

The chiding biilovv feems to pelt the clouds;

The vvind-ihak'd furge,with high and monflrous maiiv
Seems to call water on the burning bear,

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole:

I never did like moleiiation view
On the enchafed flood.

Mojv. If that the Tiirkijh fleet

Be not inlheltcrM, and embay'd, they are drown'J;
It is impoffible they bear it out.

Enter a third Gentleman.

3. G. News, lads! our wars are done;

The defperate tempeft hath fo bang*d the Turks^

That their defignment halts : A noble fhip of Veniu
Hath feen a grievous wreck and fufFerance

On moft part of their fleet.

MoN. How ! is this true ?

3. G. The fhip is here put in,

A Veronese Michael CaJJio^

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello

^

Is come on fhore: the Moor himfelp0 at Tea,

And is in full commilTion here for Cyprus,

MoN, I am glad on't; 'tis a v/orthy governor.

3. G. But this fame C^<?,~"though he fpeak of com-
fort,

Touching the Turkijh lofs,--yet he looks fadly,

And prays the Moor be fafe; for they were parted.

With foul and violent tempeft.

MoN* Pray heaven he be;

For I have ferv'd him, and the man commands
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Like a full foldler. Let's to the fea-fide, hoF

As well to fee the veffel that's come in.

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello ;

Even 'till we make the main, and th' aerial blue,

An indiftindl regard.

3. G. Come, let's do fo;

For every minute is expe£lancy

Of more arrivance. [goi^i*

Enter C a s s i o : the Others run

andfalute him.

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike Isle,

That fo approve the Moor-, O, let the heavens

Give him defence againft the elements.

For I have loll him on a dangerous fea!

Moat. Is he well fhip'd?

Cas, His bark is ftoutly timbered, and his pilot

Of very expert and approved allowance;

Therefore my hopes, not furfeited to death.

Stand in bold cure.

Enter another Gentleman*

4. G. A fail! a fail! a fail!

Ca^, What news?

4. G. The town is empty; on the brow o' the fea

Stand ranks of people, and they cry— a fail.

Ca^. My hopes do fhape him for the governor.

\Guns heard*.

2. G. They do difcharge their (hot of courtefy;

Our friends, at leall.

Ca5 I pray you, fir, go forth,

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd.

2. G. T ihall. \Exif.

Mqn» But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd?

a 2 iioyfe ?
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C^s. Moft fortunately: he hath atchiev'd a maid.
That paragons defcripticn, and wild fame;

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens.

And, in the efTential vefture of creation,

Does tire the inventer. Now? who has put in?

Re enter feco7id Gentleman.
2 G. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general.

Cab, Pie has had moit fav'rable and happy fpeed:

Tempefts themfelves, high feas, ana howling winds.

The guttur'd rocks, and congregated fands,

—

Traitors enfieep'd, to enclog the guiitlefs kecl,*^

As having fenfe of beauty, do omit

Their mortr/? natures, letting fafe go by
The divine Desde?nona.

MoN, What is Ihe?

Ca^. She that I fpake of, our great captain's captain,

Left in the condudt of the bold lago;

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts,

A fe'n-night's fpeed Great Othello guard.

And fwcli his fail with thine own powerful breath;

That he may biefs this bay with his tail Ifiip,

Make love's quick pants in Desdemona^ arms,

Giv.e lenevv'd fire to our extindled fpirits,

And bring all Cyprus comfort ! O, behold.

Enter Desdemona, Emilia,
Iago, Roderigo, and Others ; Attendan^t^

and Peoplefolloiving.

The riches of the fhip is come on iliore !

You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees

Hail to thee, lady; and the grace of heaven,

Before, behind thee, and on every hand,

Envvheel thee round!

5 Ijigenlver J3 go fitfeiy by
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Des. I thank you, valiant Cajio,

What tidings can you tell me of my lord?

•Cj'S. He is not yet arrived; nor know I aught.

But that he's well, and will be lliortly here.

Des, O, but I fear;—How loft you company?
Cj^s. The great contention of the fea and Ikies

Parted our fellowfhip: But, hark ! a fail.

[Cry ^vithin^ of^H fail ! a fail : afterivards^ Guns,

2. G, They give their greeting to the citadel;

This likewife is a friend.

Cas, See for the news.-« {Exit Gentleman.

Good ancient, you are welcome; Welcome, miftrefs:

—

[to Emilia.

Let it not gall your patience, good lago^

That [ extend my manners; 'tis my breeding,

That gives me this bold ihew of courtefy. [ja/uting her^

Iag. Sir, would fhe give you fo much of her lips,

As of her tongue fhe oft bellows on me,
You'd have enough.

Des, Alas, Hie has no fpeech,

Iag, Tn faiiii, too much;
I find it Hill, when 1 have lift to fleep :

Marry, before your ladylhip, I grant,

She puts her tonp;ue a little in her heart.

And chides with thinking.

Emi, You have little cause to fay fo.

Iag. Come on, come on
;
you are pidlures out o'doors.

Bells in your parlors, wild-cats in your kitchens,

Saints in your injuries, devils being olFended,

Flayers in your huswifry, and huswives in your beds.

Des. O, lie upon thee, flanderer!

Iag^ Nay, it is true, or eife i am a Turky

S4.
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You rise to play, and go to bed to work.

Emi. You fhall not write my praise.

Iag. No, let me not. [praise me?
Dfs^ What wouldft thou write ofme, if thou fhouldll

/^G. O gentle lady, do not put me to't;

For I am nothing, if not critical.

Des. Come on,affay: There's one gone to the harbour?

Iu4G, Ay, madam.
Des, 1 am not merry; but T do beguile

The thing I am, by Teeming otherwise

Come, how wouldft thou praise me?
i^G. I am about it; but, indeed, my invention

Comes from my pate, as bird-lime does from freeze.

It plucks out brains and all: But my muse labours.

And thus fhe is deliverM.

If Ihe be fair, and wise,— fairnefs, and wit.

The one's for ufe, the other useth it.

Des, Well prais'd: How if fhe be black and witty I

Iag, If fhe be black, and thereto have a wit.

She'll find a white that lhall her blacknefs fit.

Des. Worfe and worfe.

Emi, How, if fair and foolilh?

Iag. She never yet was foolifh, that was fair;

For even her folly help'd her to an heir.

Des, These are old fond paradoxes, to make fools

laugh i' the ale-houfe. What miserable praise haft thou

for her that's foul and foolilh ?

Iag, There's none fo foul, and foolifh thereunto.

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do.

Des. O heavy ignorance! thou praiseft the worfl

beft. But what praise couldft thou beftow on a deserv-

ing womarj indeed ? one, that, in the authority of her
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merit, did juflly put on the vouch of very malice it-

felf?

IAG. She that was ever fair, and never proud;
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud;

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay

;

Fled from her wifh, and yet faid—Now I may;
She that, being angerM, her revenge being nigh.

Bad her wrong ftay, and her difpleasure fly;

She that in vvisdorn never was fo frail.

To change the cod's head for the falmon's tail;

She that could think, and ne'er difclose her mind.
See fuitors following, and not look behind;

She was a wight,— if ever fuch wight were,

—

Des. To do what ?

Iag, To fuckle fools, and chronicle fmall beer.

Des. O moft lame and impotent conclusion! Do
not learn of him, Emilia^ though he be thy husband
How fay you, Caffio? is he not a moft prophane and li-

beral ceniurer ?

Caz, He fpeaks home, madam; you may reli(h him
more in the foldier, than in the fcholar.

\they con^erfe apart,

Iag, He takes her by the palm : S^ohser^ing them^Y*

Ay, well faid, whisper; with as little a web as this,"
** will I enfnare as great a fly as CaJJio. Ay, fmile upon'*

her, do; I will gyve thee in thine own courtfliip."

" You fay true; 'tis fo, indeed : if fuch tricks as these'*

ftrip you out of your lieutenantry, it had been better''*

*' you had not kiff'd your three fingers fo oft, which'*

now again you are moft apt to play the fir in. Very"
good; well kiflT'd, and excellent courttfy : 'tis fo, in-"

deed. Yet again your fingers to your lips? would,"

19 Coun Tailor
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" they were clyller-pipes for your fake!"

[Trumpet hard*
TheM?or,— I know his trumpet.

C^s, 'Tis truly fo.

Des. Let's meet him, and receive him,

Cj4S, Lo, where he corner

Efi^cr Othello, Atten^iants.

Om. O my fair warrior !

De5. My a^AxOihello! [embracing.

Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content.

To fee you here before me. O my fouFs joy!

If after every ttmpef\ come fuch calms,

May the winds blow ^tiii they have waken'd death?

i\nd let the lab'ring bark climb hills of feas,

Oly7npus high; PXid duck a^ain as lew,

As hell's from heaven I It it were now to die,

^Tv»ere now to be moft happy; for, i fear,

My foul hath her content fo abfolute.

That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Des, The heavens forbid,

But that our loves and co.nforts fhould encreafe,

Even as our days do grow!
Orn. Amen to that, fweet powers ^

I cannot fpeak enough of this content.

It fl; ps nic here; it is too much o- Joy:
i\nd this, ^^nd this, [kijJiJig] th€ greatcll difcords be.

That e'er oHf hearts ihall make i

Iac. O, you are weil-tan'd now !'*

But I'll let down the pegs that make this musick,"

As honeff as I am."
X^m, Cciive, let's to the cafilc.

50 ^gt



Othello. 35

News, friends ; our wars are done/the Turks are drown'd.

How does my old acquaintance of this isle?

[to Montano.
Honey, you fhall be well desir'd in Cyprus^

I have found great love amongft them. O my fweet,

T prattle out of faihion, and I doat

In mine own comforts. 1 pr'ythee, good lago^

Go to the bay, and difembark my coffers:

Bring thou the mafter to the citadel;

He is a good one, and his vvorthinefs

Does challenge much refpe£l—Come, Desdemona^

Once more well met at Cyprus,

[Exeunt Oth, Des. Emi. Mon. Gen, andAft.
Iag, Do you meet me presently at the harbour . Come

liither; [calling him back.
'\
If thou be'ft valiant,— as (they

fay) bafe men, being in love, have then a nobility in their

natures more than is native to them,—lift me. The lieu-

tenant to-night watches on the court of guard:— Firfl,

I muft tell thee tVisy^Desdemona is diredly in love with

him.
Rod. With him' why, 'tis not pofTible.

IAG. Lay thy finger"]" thus, and let thy foul be in-

flrudled. Mark me with what violence fhe firll lov'd the

Moor^ but for bragging, and telling her fantailical lies:

To love him ftill for prating! let not thy difcreet heart

think it. Her eye muft be fed ; And what delight (hall

fhe have to look on the devil? When the blood is made
dull with the a6l of fport, there fhould be, "-again to

cnflame it, and to give fatiety a frefh appetite,— loveli-

nefs in favour; fympathy in years, manners, and beau-

ties; all which the Moor is defecVive in: Now, for want
these required conveniences, her delicate tendernefs
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will find itfelf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, difrel-

idi and abhor the Moor; very nature will inftrudl her in

it, and compel her to fome fecond choice. Now, fir, this

granted, (as it is a mofi pregnant and unforc'd position)

who ftands fo eminently in the degree of this fortune,

as Cq//^o does? a knave very voluble; no further confci-

onable, than in putting on the meer form of civil and
humane feeming, for the better compaffing of his fait

and mod hidden loofe affedion ? w hy, none; why, none:
A flippery and fubtle knave; a finder-out of occasions;

that has an eye can Itamp and counterfeit advantages,

though true advantage never present itfelf: A devilifli

knave : befides, the knave is handfome, young ; and hath

all those requisites in him, that folly and green minds
look after: A peHilent compleat knave; and the woman
hath found him already.

Hod. T cannot believe that in her; fhe is full of moll:

blefl condition.

Iag. Blell fig's end! the wine fhe drinks is made of
grapes: if fhe had been blefi, (he would never have lov'd

the Moor; Bleft pudding! Didft thou not fee her paddle
wiih the palm of his handr didfl not mark that?

FoD. Yes; but that was but courtefy.

I^G. Letchery, by this hand; an index, and obfcure

prologue, to the hiRory of lulr and foul thoughts: they

met fo near v/ith their lips, that their breaths embraced

Together. Villanous thoughts, Rcderigo! when these mu-
tualities fo marfhal the way, hard at hand comes the

mafler and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion:

Fi{h! But, fir, be you rul'd by me; I have brought you
from Venice. Watch you to-night; for the command, VW
laj't upon you: C^iffio knows you not^— i'ji not be far



Othella. 37

from you;— do you find fome occasion to anger CaJJio^

either by fpeaking too loud, or tainting his difcipline;

or from what other courfe you please, which the time
fhali more favourably minifter.

Rod, Well.

Iag» Sir, he is ralh, and very fudden in choler; and,

haply, may ftrike at you: Provoke him, that he may:
for, even out of that, will 1 cause these of Cyprus to mu-
tiny ; whose qualification (hall come into no true talle

again, but by the difplanting of Caffio, So lhall you have

a fhorter journey to your desires, by the means I fhall

then have to prefer them ; and the impediment moH pro-

fitably removed, without the which there were no ex-

peftation of our profperity.

Rod, I will do this, iff can bring it to any oppor-
tunity.

Jag, I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the cit-

adel: I mull fetch his necefiaries afhore. Farewel.

Rod, Adieu. \ExiK
IAG, That CaJJio loves her, I do well believe 't;

That fhe loves him, 'tis apt> and of great credit;

TheM?^?r—howbeit that I endure him not,

—

Is of a conftant, loving, noble nature ;

And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona

A moft dear husband. Now I do love her too;

Not out of abfolute lull, (though, peradventure,

1 ftand accountant for as great a fin)

But partly led to diet my revenge.

For that I do fufped: the lufty Moor
riath lept into my feat: the thought whereof
Doth, like a pois'nous mineral, gnaw my inwards;

And nothing can or lhall content my foul^
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'Till I am e\'en'd with him, wife for wife;

Or, failing fo, yet that I put the Moor
At leaft into a jealoufy fo ilrong

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,"*^

If this poor trafii oi Venice^ whom I trace

For his quick hunting, (land the putting on,

I'll have our Michael CaJJio on the hip;

Abuse him to xkitMoor in the rank garb,

—

For I fear CaJJio with my night-cap too;

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me.
For making him egregioufly an afs.

And pradifing upon his peace and quiet

Even to madnefs. 'Tis"|"here, but yet confus'd;

Knavery's plain face is never feen, 'till us'd. \Exit.

SCENE II. Thefame. A Street',

People mo'vifig in it. Trumpets, Enter a Herald,

attended.

Her. It is Othello'^s pleasure, our noble and valiant

general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, impor-

ting the meer perdition of the Turkijh fleet, every man
put himfelf into triumph; fome to dance, fome to make
bonfires, each man to what fport and revels his addic-

tion leads him; for, befides these beneficial news, it is

the celebration of his nuptials: So much was his plea-

sure fhould be proclaimed. All offices are open; and
there is full liberty of feafling, from this present hour

of five, 'till the bell hath told eleven. Blefs the isle of
Cyprus, and our noble general Othello!

[Shouts, and Exeunt <»

SCENE III. Thejame. Hall of the Cajlle.
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Enter Othello, Cassio, Desdemona,
and Attendants,

Oth. Good Michael^ look you to the guard to-night:

Let's teach ourfelves that honourable ftop.

Not to out-fport difcretion.

Cas, lago hath diredlion what to do;

But, notwithilanding, with ray perfonal eye

Will I look to't.

OHH, lago is moft honeft,

Michael, good night: To-morrow, with your earliell.

Let me have fpeech with you—Come, my dear love;

The purchafe made, the fruits are to enfue;

That profit's yet to come 'twixt me and you

—

Good night. [Exeunt Oth. Des. and Att,

Enter Iago.
Ca5, Welcome, Iago\ we muft to the watch.

Iag. Not this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet ten o'

clock : Our general caft us thus early, for the love of his

Desdemona: whom let us not therefore blame, he hath

not yet made wanton the night with her; and ihe is

fport for Jo^e.
Cas, She's a mofl exquisite lady.

Iag, And, rU warrant her, full of game.
Cas. Indeed, (he's a moft frefh and delicate creature.

Iag. What an eye flie has! methinks, it founds a
parley of provocation.

Cas» An inviting eye ; and yet, methinks, right mo-
deft.

Jag, And, when ihe fpeaks, is it not an alarum to

love ?

Cas, She is, indeed, perfedlion.

Iag, Well, happinefs to their Iheets! Come,.lieute-
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nant, I have a ftoop of wine; and here without are a

brace of Cy/rz//' gallants, that would fain have a nieas-

ure to the health of black Othello.

C^s, Not to-night, good lago; I have very poor and
unhappy brains for drinking: I could well wifh courteiy

would invent fome other cufiom of entertainment.

JjiG . O, they are our friends ; but one cup : Til drink

for you.

CuiS, I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that

was craftily qualify'd too, and, behold, what innovation

it makes here : 1 am unfortunate in the infirmity, and
dare not tafk my weaknefs with any more.

J^G, What, man! 'tis a night of revels; the gallants

desire it.

Cj^s. Where are they ?

7^G. Here at the door; T pray you, call them in.

C^s, ril do't; but it diflikes me. [Exit*

IAG, If I can fallen but one cup upon him.

With that which he hath drunk to-night already.

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence

As my young miftrefs' dog. Now, my iick fool, RodertgOy

Whom love hath turn'd almofl: the wrong fide out.

To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd

Potations pottle deep; and he's to watch:

Three elfe of Cyprus,'- nohXt fwelling fpirits.

That hold their honours in a wary diflance.

The very elements of this warlike isle,

—

Have I to-night fluiler'd with flowing cups, [ards.

And they watch too. Now, 'mongft this flock of drunk-
Am 1 to put our Cafflo in fome aclion

That may offend the isle; ""But here they come:
Re-enter Cassio; Mont a no, and OtherSy ^ith him.
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If confequence do but approve my deem.

My boat fails freely, both with wind and Hream.

[/Meeting them*

Cas. ''Fore God, they have given me a rouze already.

MoN, Good faith, a little one; not pail a pint.

As Tm a foldier.

1ag» Some wine, ho! [^^^-^
And let me the canakin dinky dinky dink\

and let me the canakin dink :

a foldier*5 a man ;

a life's but a fpan ;

nvhy theny let afoldier drink.

Some wine, boys ! [Wine brought in*

Cas. 'Fore God, an excellent fong.

Iag. I learn'd it in England, where (indeed) they are

moil potent in potting: your Daney your Germany and
your iv^dig-bdly^d Hollander,^T>nnky ho!_are nothing

to your Englijh* [drinks, and puts it about.

Cas, Is your EHgliJhman fo expert in his drinking?

Iag. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane
dead drunk; he fweats not to overthrow your Jlmain; he
gives your Hollander a Vomit, ere the next pottle can be

Cas. To the health of our general. [fHi*
MoN> I am for it, lieutenant; and Til do you jultice.

[filing too ; and they drink*

Iag. O fweet England! [J^"g^»
I.

King Stephen ivas a worthy peer^

his breeches coft him but a croivn;

he held themfx-pence all too dear,

nxjith that he caWd the taylor
—lown*

I dreame

Vol. X.
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2.

He nxjas a woight of high renowt^

and thou art but of louo degree:

^tis pride that pulls the country do^ti^

then take thine auld cloke about thee.

Some wine, ho ! [ther.

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite fong than the

Iag. Will you hear't again?

Cas, No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place,

that does those things—Well, God's above all ; and there

be fouls mull be favcd, and there be fouls muft not be

faved.

IAG. It's true, good lieutenant.

Cas. For mine own part,—no offence to the general,

nor any man of quality,— I hope to be faved.

IAG. And fo do I too, lieutenant.

Cas. Ay, but (by your leave) not before me; the

lieutenant is to be faved before the ancient. Let's have

no more of this; let's to our affairs. Forgive us our

fins '.^Gentlemen, let's look to our businefs. Do not

think, gentlemen, I am drunk; this is my ancient; this

is my right hand, and this is my left hand : I am not

drunk now; I can fland well enough, and fpeak well e-

nough.
alL Excellent well.

Cas. Why, very well then : you mufl not think then

that I am drunk. [Exit.

MoN. To the plat-form, mailers; come, let's fet the

watch.

Iag. You fee this fellow, that is gone before;*^

He is a foldier, fit to Hand by Casar

And give diredlion : and do but fee his vice

;
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'TIs to his virtue a jafl equinox.

The one as long as the other: 'tis pity of him.

I fear, the truft Othello puts in him.

On fome odd time of his infirmity.

Will lhake this island.

Mo}^, But is he often thus?

IAG, 'Tis evermore the prologue to his fleep:

He'll watch the horologue a double fet,

If drink rock not his cradle.

MoN, It were well.

The general were put in mind of It.

Perhaps, he fees it not : or his good nature

Prizes the virtue that appears in CaJ/io,

And looks not on his evils ; Is not this true ?

Roderigo Jhonvs him/elf,

IAG, " How now, Roderigo P^^

1 pray you, after the lieutenant; go."

[puJhiTig him eufi

MoN, And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor
Should hazard fuch a place, as his own fecond.

With one of an ingraft infirmity:

It were an honeft adion, to fay fo

SInto the Moor,

IAG . Not I, for this fair island

:

I do love Caffio well ; and would do much,
To cure him of this evil. But, hark! what noise?

Cry, within,— Help, help!

—

Re-enter Cassio,
dri'ving in Roderigo.

Ca^, You rogue! you rafcal!

MoiJ, What's the matter, lieutenant ?

Ca^, a knave,— teach me my duty

!

rU beat the knave into a wicker bottle.

3 him in
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Rod, Beat me

!

Cuis, Doil thou prate, rogue? [ieats Roderlgo.
MoN. Nay, good lieutenant; [/^ji^^g kirn.

I pray you, fir, hold your hand,

Cas, Let me go, fir.

Or ril knock you o'er the mazzard.
il^oN. Come, come, you're drunk.

Cab. Drunk ? \dra'ws upon Mon. and they fight.

Iag, Away, I fay 1 go out, and cry— a mutiny."
\_to Roderigo, ivho goes out.

Nay, good lieutenant, alas, gentlemen,

Help, ho ! Lieutenant,— fir, ^Mo?itcino,^{iY ;

Help, mafters ! Here's a goodly watch, indeed!

\_Bell rung.

Who's that that rings the hdU—Diahloy ho!

The town will rise: God's-will, lieutenant, hold;

You will be fham'd for ever, {^taking him off.

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen^ njoith Weapons,

Orn, What is the matter here?

Mon, I bleed ftill, I am hurt to the death;— he dies.

[aj/'ailing CalTio again*

Oth, Hold, for your lives, [tlemen,«^

Iag» Hold, hoi—.Lieutenant,— fir, Montano,^gen"
Have you forgot all fenfe of place and duty r

Hold, hold! the general fpeaks to you ; hold, for fhame

!

0th. Why, how now, ho I from whence ariseth this ?

Are we turn'd Turh; and to ourfelves do that.

Which heaven hath forbid the OttomitesP

For chriftian fhame, pat by this barbarous brawl:

He that flirs next to carve for his own rage.

Holds his foul lights he dies upon his motion.

[they arc pcftid^

24 place of ft;nf(:
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Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle

From her propriety—What is the matter, maflers?—

,

Honed lago, that look'ft dead with grieving.

Speak, who began this? on thy love, i charge thee.

JjiG. I do not know; friends all but now, even now.
In quarter and in terms like bride and groom
Diverting them to bed : and then, but now,

—

As if fome planet had unwitted men,

—

Swords out, and tilting one at other's breafl:.

In opposition bloody. I cannot fpeak

Any beginning to this peevifh odds

;

And 'would in adion glorious i had loft

These legs, that brought me to a part of it.

Oth. How comes it, MkhaeU you are thus forgot?

O5. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot fpeak.

OrH, Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil;

The gravity and ftillnefs of your youth

The world hath noted, and your name is great

In mouths of wiseft cenfure ; What's the matter.

That you unlace your reputation thus,

And fpend your rich opinion for the name
Of a night-brawler? give me anfwer to't.

MoH. Worthy O/hel/o, I am hurt to danger

;

Your officer, //3!^<7, can inform you—
While [ fpare fpeech,which fomethingnow offends me,"^
Of all that I do know: nor know I aught.

By me that's faid or done amifs this night

;

Unlefs fclf charity be fometime a vice;

And to defend ourfelves it be a fm.

When violence sfTails us.

Oth. Nov/, by heaven.

My blood begins my fafer guides to rule

;

3 lookes

T 3
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And paffion, having my befl judgment quell'd.

Allays to lead the way: if I once ftir.

Or do but lift this arm, the befr of you
Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who fet it on;
And he that is approv'd in this offence,

Though he had tvvin'd with me, both at a birth.

Shall loofen me. What' in a town of war,

Yet wild, the people's hearts brimfuU of fear.

To manage private and domeftick quarrel,

In night, and on the court of guard and fafety!

'Tis monfterous. lago, who began 't?

MoN, If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office.

Thou Gcfl deliver more or lefs than truth.

Thou art no foldier.

I^G, Touch me not fo near:

I had rather have thi' tongue cut from my mouth,
Than it fnould do offence to Michael Caffio ;

Yet, I perfuade myfejf, to fpeak the truth

Shall nothing wrong him Thus it is, general.

Moniano and myfelf being in fpeech.

There comes a fellow, crying out for help

;

And Cajfio following him with determined fword.

To execute upon him: Sir, this "j" gentleman
"Steps in to Caffio^ and entreats his pause;

Myfelf the crying fellow did purfue.

Left, by his clamour, (as it fo fell out)

The town might fall in fright: he, fwift of foot,

Out-ran my purpose; and I return'd the rather

For that 1 heard the clink and fall of fwords.

And C^^JJIo high in oath, which, 'till to-night,

I ne'er might fay before: When I came back.

» foold 8 ioofc II and guard of U league
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(For i\\\s was brief) I found them clofe together.

At blow, and thruft; even as again they were,

When you yourfelf did part them.

More of this matter can I not report:—
But men are men; the beft fometimes forget:

Though CaJ/io did fome little wrong to him,~-

As men in rage ilrike those that wifli them beft,~"

Yet, furely, Caffio, I believe, received.

From him that fled, fome ftrange indignity.

Which patience could not pafs.

Oth. I know, lago,

Thy honefty and love doth mince this matter.

Making it light to CaJJio-.^CaJjio, I love thee;

But never more be officer of mine.

Enter Desdemona, attended.

Look, if my gentle love be not lais'd up;

ril make thee an example.

Z)£5. What is the matter, dear?

Or11. All's well now, fweeting

:

Come, let'0 away to bed Sir, \to Mon.] for your hurts,

Myfelf will be your furgeon : lead him off.

\Exeunt Some uoith Mo NT A NO.

lago, look with care about the town

;

And filence those whom this vile brawl diftradled.-^

Come, Desdemona\ 'tis the foldiers' life.

To have their balmy flumbers wak'd with ftrife.

l^Exit', nvith Des. Gen, Scc.

Iag. What, are you hurt, lieutenant?

Cas. Ay, pad all furgery.

Iag, Marry, heaven forbid!

Cas. Reputation, reputation, I have loft my reputa-

tion ; I have loft the immortal part of myfelf, and what
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lemains is beftial.«.My reputation, lago, my reputation*

Iag. h% I am an honeft man, I thought you had re-

ceiv'd fome bodily wound ; there is more fenfe in that,

than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and moft falfe

imposition ; oft got without merit, and loft without de-

serving: You have loft no reputation at all, unlefs you
repute yourfelf fuch a loser. What, man! there are ways
to recover the general again: You are but now caft ia

Lis mood, a punifliment more in policy than in malice;

ei^en fo as one would beat his oftencelefs dog, to affright

an imperious lion: fue to him again, and he's y.ours.

Cas, I will rather fue to be defpis'd, than to deceive

fo good a commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and fo

indifcreet an officer. Drunk? and fpeak parrat.^^ and
iquabble? fvvagger? fwear? and difcourfe fuftian with

one's own fliadow? O thou invisible fpirit of wine, if

thou haft no name to be known by, let us call thee"~*

devil.

Iaq . What v/as he that you fbllow'd with your fword?

What had he done to you ?

Ca^, 1 know not.

Iaq. Is't poftible ?

Ca^. I remember a mafs of things, but nothing dif-

tin6liy ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore._«0, that men
fhould put an enemy in their mouths, to fteal away their

brains! that v^'e fliould, with joy, revel, pleasure, and ap-

plause, tranfform ourfelves into beafts!

Iag . Why, but you are now well enough ; How came
you thus recover'd?

Ca^, It hath pieas'd the devil, drunkennefs, to give

place to the devil, wrath: one unperfe6lnefs (hews me
another, to make mz frankly defpise myfelf.



Othello.

Ijg. Come, you are too fevere a moraler: As the

time, the place, and the condition of this country (lands,

1 could heartily willi this had not befalPn; but, fince it

is as it is, mend it for your own good.

Cjis, I will afk him for my place again; he fliall tell

me, I am a drunkard: had 1 as many mouths as Hydra^

fuch an anfvver would Hop them all. To be now a fenfi-

ble man, by and by a fool, and presently a beail ! o
llrange! Every inordinate cup is unblell, and the ingre-

dience is a devil.

IAG. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar crea-

ture, if it be well us'd; exclaim no more againflit. And,
good -lieutenant, T think, you think I love you:

Ca^. I have well approved it, fir I drunk!

Tag. You, or any man living, may be drunk at fome
time, man. I'll tell you what you (hall do; Our gene-

ral's wife is now the general;— 1 may fay fo in this re-

fpe6l, for that he hath devoted and given up himfelf to

the contemplation, mark, and denotement, of her parts

and graces; — confefs yourfeif freely to her, importune
her help to put you in your place again ; fhe is of fo

free, fo .kind, fo apt, fo bleiTed a difposition, that fiie

holds it a vice in hergoodnefs, not to do more than (lie

is requefted: This broken joint, between you and her

husband, en treat her to fplinter; and, my fortunes againU

any lay worth naming, this crack ofyour love (hall grow
Uronger than it was before.

Cab. You advise me v/ell.

Iag. I proteft, in the fmcerity of love, and honeil

kindnefs.

Ca^. T think it freely; and, betimes in the morning,

I will befeech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake lor

'9 devotemcnt
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Kie : I am defperate of my fortunes, if they check me
here.

Jj^G, You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant

;

I muft to the watch.

CjSS, Good night, honcH lago. [Exit Cassio.
JjG. And what's he then, that fays— I play the vil-

lain?

When this advice is free I give, and honeft.

Probable to thinking, and (indeed) the courfe

To win the Moor again ? For 'tis moft easy.

The inclining Destiemona to fabdue

In any honeft fuit; (he's fram'd as fruitful

As the free elements: And then for her

To win the Afcor,— were' t to renounce his baptism,

All feals and fymbols of redeemed fin,

—

His foul is fo enfettered to her love.

That Ihe may make, unmake, do what (he lift,

Even as her appetite fhall play the god
With his v/eak fundion. How am 1 then a villain.

To counfel C^^i> to this parallel courfe,

Diredly to his good ? Divinity of hell!

When devils v/ill the blackeft fins put on,

They do fuggeil at firll with heavenly (hews.

As 1 do now ; For, while this honeft fool

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes.

And (lie for him pleads ftrongly to the Mo(^ry

ril pour this peftilence into his ear,

That (he repeals him for her body's luft ;

And, by how much (he ftrives to do him good.

She (hall undo her credit with the Moor,

So will 1 turn her virtue into pitch

;

A^d out of her own goodnefs make the net.

9 Proball
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That lhall enmefti them all—How now, Rodertgo?

Enter Roderigo.
Rod, I do follow here in the chace, not like a hound

that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is

almoft fpent; I have been to-night exceedingly well cud-
geled

; and, r think, the ilTue will be~~J fhall have fo

much experience for my pains: and fo, with no money
at all, and a little more wit, return again to Venice.

Iag. How poor are they, that have not patience!

What wound did ever heal, but by degrees ?

Thou know'fl, we work by wit, and not by witchcraft;

And wit depends on dilatory time.

Does't not go well ? Caffio hath beaten thee.

And thou, by that fmall hurt, haft cafhier'd CaJJio:

Though other things grow fair againft the fun.

Yet fruits, that bloflbm firft, will firft be ripe:

Content thyfelf a while By th' mafs, 'tis morning;
Pleasure, and adion, make the hours feem fhort

Retire thee, go where thou art billeted

:

Away, [ fay; thou Ihalt know more hereafter:

Nay, get thee gone \Exit Roderigo.
Two things are to be done,"""

My wife muft move for CaJJto to her miftrefs,

J '11 fet her on;

Myfelf, the while, to draw the Moor apart,

And bring him jump when he may CaJJio find

Soliciting his wife: Ay, that's the way;
Dull not device by coldnefs and delay.

ACT III.

SCENE I. Thefame. Before the Cafk.

*5 jnyTeire, a while.
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Enter Cassio, andfome Muslciaiis,

Ca^. Mailers, play here, I will content your paln^;,

Something that's brief; and bid—good morrow, general.

\Muikk.
Enter Clown.

Ch. Why, mailers, have your inftruments been at

Naples, that they play i'th'nose thus?

I . M. How, fir, how

!

Cla, Are these, I pray you, wind inftruments?

I , M, Ay, marry, are they, iir.

C/<9. O, thereby hangs a tale.

I. M, Whereby hangs a tale, fir?

Ch, Marry, fir, by many a wind inftroment that I

know. But, mafters, here's "f" money for you: and the ge-

neral fo likes your musick, that he desires you, for love's

fake, to make no more noise with it.

I. M. Well, fir, we will not.

do. If you have any musick that may not be heard,

to't again : but, as they fay, to hear musick, the general

does not greatly care.

I. M, We have none fuch, fir.

C!&. Tlten put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll

away; Go; vani(h into air; away. [Exeura Musicians.

Ca^» Doil thou hear, my honeft friend?

Clo. No, I hear not your honeft friend; I hear you.

CaS\ Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a poor

piece ofgoldyfor thee : if the gentlewoman that attends

the general's' wife, be flirring, tell her, there's one Ca2j2o

entreats her a little favour of fpeech : Wilt thou do this ?

do. She is Hirring, fir; if fhe will flir hither, I fhall

feern to notify unto her. [^E^ck.
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Enter Iago.

Ca^, Do, my good friend In happy time, lago^

Iaq. You have not been a- bed then?

C^s. Why, no; the day had broke

Before we parted. I have made bold, lago^

To fend in to your wife: My fuit to her

Is, that fhe will to virtuous Desdemona

Procure me fome accefs.

IAG. ril fend her to you presently :

And ril devise a mean to draw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converfe and businefs

May be more free.

Ca^. I humbly thank you for't— \Exit Iago,
I never knew a man more kind, and honell.

Enter Emilia.
Emi. Good morrow, good lieutenant: I am forry

For your difpleasure; but all will foon be well.

The general, and his wife, are talking of it;

And fhe fpeaks for you ftoutly : The Moor replies.

That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus^

And great affinity; and that, in wholfome wisdom.
He might not but refuse : but, he protefts, he loves yoa;
And needs no other fuitor, but his likings.

To take the faf 'ft occasion by the front.

To bring you in again.

Ca^, Yet, I befeech you,-~

If you think fit, or that it may be done,""

Give me advantage of fome brief difcourfe

With Desdemona alone,

Emi, Pray you, come in

;

I will beftow you where you fhall have time
To fpeak your bosom freely.

14 V. NqIc^



54 Oihello,

Cjt^, I am much bound to you. [Exeunt,
^

' 0 .

SCENE IL nefame. A Room in thefame.
Enter OTHELLo,lAGOfa?2i/fome Gentlemen.

Oth, These letters=|=give, lagoy to the pilot;

And, by him, do my duties to the ftate:

That done, I will be walking on the works.
Repair there to me.

//?G. Well, my good lord, Pll do't.

Oth. This fortification, gentlemen,— fliall we fee't?

Gen. We'll wait upon your lordfhip. [Exeunt^

SCENE III. The fame. Before the Caftle.

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia.
D£S. Be thou aflur'd, good Ca£tOy I will do

All my abilities in thy behalf.

Emi. Good madam, do ; I warr'nt, it grieves my hus-

band,

As if the cafe were his.

i)£s. 0,that's an honeft fellow.-.Do not doubt, C/t^^,

But I will have my lord and you again

As friendly as you were.

Ca^. S®oCt bounteous madam.
Whatever fhali become of Michael Caffio^

He's never any thing but your true fervant.

De^. O, fir, I thank you: You do love my lord;

You have known him long; and be you well afiur'd.

He (hall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off.

Than in a politick diflance.

Ca^. Ay, but, lady.

That policy may either laft fo long.

Or feed upon fuch nice and wat'rilh diet.



Othello. SS

Or breed Itfelf fo out of circumflance,

That, I being abfent, and my place fupply'd.

My general will forget my love and fervice.

Des. Do not doubt that; hsfovG Emi/ia here,

I give thee warrant of thy place : afTure thee.

If I do vow a friendlhip. Til perform it

To the laft article : my lord fhall never refl:,

ril watch him tame, and talk him out of patience;

His bed (hall feem a fchool, his board a fhrift

;

I'll intermingle every thing he does

With Caffio\ fuit: Therefore be merry, Caffioi

For thy follicitor fhall rather die.

Than give thy cause away.

Enter Othello, at aDiJlance;

IAGO ixjith him,

Emi. Madam, here comes my lord.

Cuts, Madam, FlI take my leave.

Des. Why, ftay, and hear me fpeak.

Cj4S, Madam, not now; I am very ill at ease.

Unfit for mine own purposes.

Des, Well,tDeII,

Do your difcrefton. [Exit Cassio,
JuiG, Ha! 1 like not that.

Orff. What doll: thou fay?

//fG. Nothing, my lord : Or if— I know not what.

Oth, Was not that CaJ/to, parted from my wife?

Iag. CaJJio, my lord? No, fure, I cannot think it.

That he would fteal away fo guilty-like.

Seeing you coming.

Orff, I do believe, 'twas he.

Des, How now, my lord? ^o^wards him,

I have been talking v^ith a fuitor here.
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A man that langulfhes in your difpleasure.

Orii. Who is't, you mean ?

Des. Why, your lieutenant CaJJio, Good my lord.

If I have any grace, or power to move you.

His present reconciliation take;

For, if he be not one that truly loves you.

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,

I have no judgment in an honell face :

I pr'ythee, call him back.

Oru. Went he hence now?
De^. Ay, footh ; fo humbrd,

That he hath lefi part of his grief with me.
To fuiFer with him: Good love, call him back.

Or//. Not now, fweet Desdemona \ fome other time*

Deb. But fhall't be fliortly?

OHH, The fooner, fweet, for you.

Des. ShalPt be to-night at fupper?

Or//. No, not to-night.

Des. To-morrow dinner then ?

Or/f. I fliall not dine at home;
3 meet the captains at the citadel.

/)£6\ Why then, to-morrow night; or tuesday morn; •

Or tuesday noon, or night; or we'nsday morn;—
1 pray thee, name the time; but let it not

Exceed three days: In faith, he's penitent;

And yet his trefpafs, in our common reason,

(Save thatj they fay, the war muft make examples
Out of her bell) is not almoft a fault

To incur a private check: When fhall he come?
Tell me, Othello, I wonder in my foul.

What you could aflc me, that I ihould deny.

Of iiand fo mamm'ring on. What! Michael Ca£loy

2-7 warrcs
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That came a wooing with you ; and many a time,

Whea 1 have fpoke of you difpraisingly,

Hath ta'en your part; to have (o much to do
To bring him in! Trud me, I could do much,

—

Oth, Pr'ythee, no more: let him come when he will;

I will deny thee nothing.

Des. Why, this is not a boon;

'Tis as I fhould entreat you wear your gloves,

Or feed on nourifhing difhes, or keep you warm.
Or fue to you to do peculiar profit

To your own perfon ; Nay, when I have a fuit,

V/herein I mean to touch your love indeed.

It fhall be full of poize and difficulty.

And fearful to be granted,

Oth, I will deny thee nothing :

Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this,"^

To leave me but a little to myfelf.

Des, Shall I deny youf no: Farevvel, my lord.

0th, Farevvel, my Desdetnona: 1 will come to thes

ftraight.

Des, Emilia^ come:«_Be it as your fancies teach you^
Whatever you be, I am obedient. S^Exit^ ^uoith Emi.

Om, Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my foul.

But I do love thee! and when I love thee nor.

Chaos is come again.

Iag, My noble lord,

—

Oru, What dofl thou fay, lago?

Ijg, Did Michael CaJJio, v/hen you woo'd my lady^

Know of your love? .

Ors. He did, from firil: to lafl: Why dofl thou aCc?

Jag, But for a fatiffadlion of my thought,

J and fo many do a peculiar

Vol. X. U
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No further harm.

OTh. Why of thy thought, L^goP

Jj4G . I did not think, he had been acquainted with it^

Oth, O, yes; and went between us very oft.

J'j^G. Indeed?

Oth. Indeed? ay, indeed; Discern'fl thou aught in

that ?

Is he not honell ?

JjIG, Honeft, my lord ?

Qrn, Honeft? ay, honeil.

l^G. My lord, for aught I know.
OrH» What doft thou think?

Ijg. Think, my lord?

Oth. Think, my lord?_By heaven, he ccchoes me,
As if there were fome monfter in his thought,

Too hideous to be Ihevvn Thou doll mean fomething .*

I heard thee fay but now,—Thou iik'Uft not that,

When CaJ/Ia left my wife; What didft not like?

And, when I told thee,—he was of my counfel.

In my whole courfe of wooing, thou cry*dft. Indeed?

And didft contrail and purfe thy brow together,

As if thou then hadft Ihut up in thy brain

Some horrible conceit: If thou doft love me.

Shew me thy thought.

Iag, My lord, you know I love you.

Orn. I think, thou doft

;

And,— for I know thou'rt full of love and honefty.

And weigh'ft thy words before thougiv'll them breath,—

Therefore these flops of thine fright me the more:
For fuch things, in a falfe difloyal knave,

Are tricks of cullom; but, in a man that's jufl.

They are clofe denotements, working from the hearty
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That paffion cannot rale.

Iag. For Michael Cajjto^

I dare be fwom, I think that he is honeft.

Orn. I think fo too.

Iag, Men fhould be what they feem;

Or, those that be not, 'would they might feem none.

Oth. Certain, men fhould be what they feem.

Iag. Why then, I think Caffio's an honeft man.
OrH. Nay, yet there*s more in this:

I pray thee, fpeak to me as to thy thinkings,

As thou dOil ruminate; and give thy woril of thought

The woril of words.

Iag. Good my lord, pardon me ;

Though I am bound to every adl of duty,

I am not bound to that all Haves are free to.

Utter my thoughts? Why, fay, they are vile and falfe,

As where's that palace, whereinto foul things

Sometimes intrude not? who has a breail fo pure.

But fome uncleanly apprehenfions

Keep leets, and law-days, and in fefiion fit

With meditations lawful?

Orii. Thou doft confpire againft thy friend, lago^

If thou but think'il him wrong'd, and mak'il his ear

A firanger to thy thoughts.

Iag. I do befeech you,

Though I (perchance) am vicious in my guefs,

(As, I confefs, it is my nature's plague.

To fpy into abufes; and, oft, my jealouiy

Shapes faults that are not) that your wisdom yet>

From one that fo imperfectly conceits.

Would take no notice; nor baild yourfelf a trouble

Out of his fcattering and unfure observance;—
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It were not for your quiet, nor your good,

Nor for my manhood, honelty, or wisdom.
To let yOu know my thoughts.

Oth, What doll thou mean ?

Iag. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my lord.

Is the immediate jewel of their fouls: [ng;
Who fteals my purfe, fteals trafh ; 'tis fomething, nothi-

*Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been Have to thousands ;

But he, that niches from me my good name,

Robs me of that, which not enriches him,

And makes me poor indeed.

Om. Pll know thy thought.

I^G, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand;.

Nor (liall not, whilft 'tis in my cullody.

Ot-h, Hal
I^G, O, beware, my lord, of jealoufy;

It is the green-ey'd monfter, which doth make
The meat it feeds on: That cuckold lives in blifs,

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger;
But, o, what damned minutes tells he o'er,

V/ho dotes, yet doubls, fufpe^S;, yet ilrongly loves

Oth. O misery!

IjiG. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich cnaugh;

But riches, finelefs, is as poor as winter,

To him that ever fears he fhall be poor:

Good heaven, the fouls of all my tribe defend.

From jealoufy!

0th. Why, why is this, Jaco?
Think'il thou, I'd make a life of jealoufy,

To follow lliil the changes of the moon
With frefti fufpicions? No; to be once in doubt,

Is—'once to be resciv'd : Exchange me for a goat,
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When T (hall turn the businefs of my foul

To fuch exufflicate and blown furmises,

Matching thy inference. 'I'is not to make me jealous.

To fay— my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company.
Is free of fpeech, fings, plays, and dances well;

Where virtae is, these are more virtuous :

Nor from mine own weak merits will f draw
The fmallefl fear, or doubt of her revolt;

For flie had eyes, and chose me: No, Iago*y

ril fee, before I doubt; when I doubt, prove;

And, on the proof, there is no more but this,

—

Away at once with love, or jealoufy.

LiG. I am glad of this; for now I fhall have reason.

To fhev/ the love and duty that I bear you
With franker fpirit: therefore, as I am bound,

^Receive it from me:— I fpeak not yet of proof.

•Lock to your wife, observe her well with CaJJioy

Wear your eye— thus, not jealous, nor fecurc:

I would not have your free and noble nature,

Out of felf-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't:

I know our country difposition well;

In Venice they do let heaven fee the pranks,

They dare not fhew their husbands; their befl confcience

Is— not to leave undone, but ke^p unknown.
Or//. Doft thou fay fo?

Iag. She did deceive her father, marrying you:

And, when foe feem'd to fhake;, and fear your looks*

:She lov'd thern rnoil.

Or/i. And fo llie did.

lA<i. Go to, then

;

She that, fo young, could give out fuch a feemiiig,

'%Q feel her father's eyes up, ciofc as oak,*'*^
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He thought, 'twas witchcraft:— Bat I am much to bl-

J humbly do befeech you of your pardon, [ame
^

Fpr too much loving you.

Oth. I am bound to thee for ever.

JjiG. . I fee, this hath a little dafh'd your fpirits.

0th, Not a jot, not a jot.

I^G, Truft me, I fear it has.

1 hope, you will confider, what is fpoke

Comes from my love:— But, I do fee, you are mov'd^
I am to pray you, not to ftrain my fpeech

To grofTer iflues, *nor to larger reach.

Than to fufpicion.

QrH. 1 will not.

Ij4g. Should you do fo, my lord.

My fpeech Ihould fall into fuch vile fucccfs

As my thoughts aim not at. Capo's my worthy friend:"^

My lord, \ fee, you are mov'd.

Oth, No, not much mov'd

:

I do not think, hnt Desdemojm\ honed.

.Z^G. I>ong live fhe fo! and Icng live you to think fo !

Oth, And yet, how nature, erring from itfelf,

—

/^G. Ay, there's the point: As,— to be bold vvitH

you,

—

Not to afed many proposed matches,

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree;

Whereto, we fee, in all things nature tends:

I'Qh ! one may fmell, in fuch, a will moil rank.

Foul difproportion, thoughts unnatural.

Eut pardon me; I do not, in position,

T)iftindly fpeak of her: though 1 may fear.

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment.

May fail to match you with her country forms^
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And (hapily) repent.

Oth, Farewel, farewel

:

If more thou doft perceive, let me know more;

Set on thy wife to observe: Leave me, lago,

IAG. My lord, I take my leave. [as going.

Oth. Why did 1 marryp—This honeft creature,doubt-

lefs.

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.

Ijg. My lord, [return.] I would,! might entreat your"

honour
To fcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time.

And though 'tis fit that CaJ/io have his place,

(For, fure, he fills it up with great ability)

Yet, if you please to hold him off a while.

You ftiall by that perceive him and his means:
Note, if your lady Urain his entertainment

With any ftrong or vehement importunity;

Much will be feen in that. Jn the mean time,

•Let me be thought too busy in my fears,

(As worthy cause I have, to fear— 1 am)
And hold her free, I do befeech your honour.

Oth. Fear not my government.

Iag. I once more take my leave. [Exrt»

Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honefty.

And knows all qualities, with a learned fpirit.

Of human dealings: If I do prove her haggard,

Though that her jeffes were my dear heart-rtrings,

I'd whiftle her off, and let her down the wind,
To prey at fortune. Haply, for 1 am black

;

And have not those foft parts of converfation.

That chamberers have: Or, for I am declined

iato the vale of years -yet that's not much.
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She's gone; I nvn abus'd ; and my relief

Mnft be— to loath her. O curfe of marriage.

That we can call these delicate creatures our?^

Ar)d not their appetites! I had rather be a tsad.

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon,
Than keep a corner in the thing 1 love

For others' ufes. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones;
Prerogativ'd are they lefs than the bafe:

'Tis delliny unfiiunnable, like death;

Even then this forked plague is fated to us.

When we do quicken. Desciemona comes:

Enter Desdemona, arid Emilia,
If fl)e be falfe, o, then heaven mocks itfelf!

I'll not believe 't.

Des. How now, my dear Othello?

Your dinner, and the generous islanders

By you invited, do attend your presence.

Oth, \ am to biame-

Des, Why is your fpeech fo faint? are you not well?

Orn. I have a pain upon my forehead here.

De^. Why, that's with watching; 'twill away again:

Let me but bii:!d it hard, within this hour

It will be well.
\_is^^^

^ith a Handkerchief,

Orn, Your napkin is too little;

[putting itfrem himy and it drops.

Let it alone. Come, Til go in with you.

\Expn7it Othello, and Desdemona .

Luj, I am glad, I have found this napkin

;

[picking it np»

This was her UrA remembrance from the Moor:

My wayward huhband hath a hundred times

Vv'oo'd me to ileal it; but the fo loves the token.
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(For he conjar'd her, fhe (hould ever keep it)

That Ihe reserves it evermore about her.

To kifs, and talk to. Til have the work ta'en out.

And give't lago:

What he will do with it, heaven knows, not I;

I nothing, but to please his fantafy.

Enter Iago.

JjG, How now! what do you here alone?

£mi. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you.

///G. A thing for me ?— it is a common thing:

Emi, Hal
I^G, To have a foolifh wife.

Emt. O, is that all ? What will you give me now
For that fame handkerchief?

JjG. What handkerchief?

Emi. What handkerchief?

.Why, that the Moor firft gave to DesdemoTia;

That which fo often you did bid me ileal.

J^G, Hall flole it from her?

Emi. No ; but fne let it drop by negligence;

And, to the advantage, I, being here, took*t up:

Look, here'l^it is.

J^G, A good wench; give it me. \_fnatching it^

Emi. What will you do with't, that you have been

fo earnelt

To have me filch it ?

JJIG. Why, what's that to you?
Emi. If 't be not for fome purpose of import,

Give't me again : Poor lady ! fhe'll run mad.
When fhe Hiall lack it.

IAG. Be not you known on't; I have ufe for it.

Go, leave me. \Exit Emili.^.
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I will In CaJ^a*s lodging lose this napkin.

And let him find it: Trifles, light as air.

Are, to the jealous, confirmations ftrong

As proofs of holy writ. This may do fomething.

^hc Moar already changes with my poison:—
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons ;

Which, at the firft, are fcarce found to diftalle

;

But, with a little a6l upon the blood,

Burn like the mines of fulphur. I did fay fo:

Enter Othello, at a Dijiance,

Look, where he comes 1 Not poppy, nor mandragora.

Nor all the drowzy fyrops of the world.

Shall ever medicine thee to that fweet ileep

Which thou ow'dft yefterday.

Orif. Ha ! falfe to me?
IAG. Why, how now, general? no more of that.

Oru, Avant! be gone! thou haft fet me on therack:-«

I fwear, 'tis better to be much abus'd.

Than but to know't a little.

Iag, How now, my lord ?

Orif. What fenfe had I of her ftoln hours of lull?

I faw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me:
I fiept the next night well, was free, and merry;

I found not Caffio's kifTes on her lips

:

Ke that is rob'cl, not wanting what is ftoln.

Let him not know't, and he's not rob'd at all.

JjiG, I am {ouy to hear this.

Ora. I had been happy, if the general camp,
Pioners and all, had tailed her fweet body.

So I had nothing known: O now, for ever,

Farewel the tranquil mind! farewel content!

4^a^e\vel the plumed crcops ; and the big .wiii>
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That makes ambition virtue! o, farevvel!

parewel the neighing deed, and the fhrill trump.

The fpirit'flirring drum, th' ear«pierclng fife.

The royal banner; and all quality.

Pride, pomp, and circumilance of glorious war!

And o you mortal engines, whose rude throats

The immortal jfo've^s dread clamours counterfeit,

Farewel 1 Othello'^ occupation's gone !

Ug, Is't pofTibleP^My lord,—

OrH, Villain, be fure thou prove my love a whore;
[taking him by the Throat*

Be fure of it; give me the ocular proof;

Or, by the worth of my eternal foul.

Thou hadfl been better have been born a dog.

Than anfwer my wak'd wrath.

Iag. Is't come to this?

OtH. Make me to fee't; or (at the leaft) fo prove it.

That the probation bear no hindge, nor loop.

To hang a doubt on; or woe upon thy life!

Iag, My noble lord,

—

Orn, If thou doll flander her, and torture me.
Never pray more: abandon all remorfe;

On horror's head horrors accumulate;

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd;
For nothing canft thou to damnation add.

Greater than that.

Iag, O grace! o heaven defend me!
Are you a man ? have you a foul, or fenfe?~^

God be wi' you ; take mine office O wretched fool.

That lov'il to make thine honerty a vice !—

P monftrous world !~Take note, take note> o woild.

To be dired: and honefl, is not fafc—

»
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I thank you for tKis profit; and, from hence,

I'll love no friend, fith love breeds fach offence.

Oth. Nay, llay:~Thou Ihould'ft be honeft.

IjiG, 1 fhould be wise; for honelly's a fool,

And loses that it works for.

Orn, By the world,

I think my wife is honefl:, think fhe is not;

I think that thou art juft, and think thou art not;

ril have fome proof: Her name, that was as frefh

As Diar/s visage, is now begrimM and black

As mine own face,_ If there be cords, or knives.

Poison, or fire, or fuffocating flreams,

I'll not endure 't.
—'Would, 1 were fatiffy'd!

IAG, I fee, fir, you are eaten up with pafTion;

I do repent me, that I put it to you.

You would be fatiffy*d?

Oth. Would? nay, I will.

Iag. And may; But, how? how fatiffy'd, my lord?

Would you, the fupervisor, grofly gape on ?

Behold her tupp'd?

Orif. Death and damnation! Oh!
IjfG. It were a tedious-, difficulty, I think,

^o bring 'em to that profpe6> :^ Damn 'em then,

3f ever mortal eyes do fee them bolder.

More than their own ! IVhat then? hoi,v then^ fag ^OK?

Where's fatiffa on? W>,at (hall I fayr

It is impcllible, you fhouid fee this;

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkies.

As fait as wolves in pride, and fools as grofs

As ignorance made drunk : But yet, I fay,

}f imputation, and Ihong circumliances,

—

Which lead direClly to the door of truth,

—

" huttei?, and thinke topped v. Nst:-^
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Will give you fatiffacllon, you may have't.

Or/f, Give me a living reason (he's difloyaL

IAG, I do not like the office:

But, iith I am entered in this cause fo far,

—

Prick'd to't by foolifh honefly, and love,

—

I will go on. I lay with Cajjto lately;

And, being troubPd with a raging tooth,

I could not fleep. There are a kind of men
So loofe of foul, that in their Heeps will mutter

SDf their affairs : One of this kind is CaJJio,

Jn fleep I heard him fay,

—

Swoeet Desdemona,
Let us be ^ary, let us hide our lo-ves:

And then, fir, would he gripe and wring my hand|
Cry,

—

Ofiveet creafure/sLud then kifs me hard.

As if he pluck'd up kiffes by the roots,

That grew upon ray lips : then lay'd his leg

Over my thigh, and figh'd, and ki/f*d; and then

Cry'd— Curjedfate, that gave thee to the Moor!
Oth, O monftrous! monftrousi

Jag. Nay, this was but his dream.

Orn. But this denoted a fore-gone conclusion ;

'Tis a Ihrewd doubt, though it be but a dream.

Iag. And this may help to thicken other proofs.

That do demonftrate thinly.

Oth, ril tear her all to pieces.

Iag. Nay, but be wise: yet we fee nothing done;

She may be honeft yet. Tell me but this,—

Have you not fometime feen a handkerchief,

Spotted with llrawberries, in your wife's hand?
Orn, 1 gave her fuch a one; 'twas my firft gift.

Iag, I know not that : but fuch a handkerchief,

(I am fure, it was your wife's) did I to-day
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See CaJJto wipe his beard with.

Ot:r. If't be that,-—

Iag. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers,

It fpeaks againil: her, with the other proofs.

Or/f. O, that the fiave had forty thousand lives;

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge I

Now do I fee 'tis true Look here, lago-^

AW my fond love thus do 1 blow to heaven

:

'Tis"t"gone.«_

Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow helll

Yield up, o love, thy crown, and hearted throne,

To tyrannous hate! fwell, bosom, with thy fraught^

For 'tis of afpicks' tongues!

IAG. Pray, be content.

OtR. O, blood, lagoy blood!

Iag, Patience, I fay; your mind, perhaps, may cha-

Otr. Never, lago : Like to the Pontick fea.

Whose icy current and compulfive courfe

Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on

To the Fropontick and the Hellejpont\

Even fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace.

Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love,

*Till that a capable and wide revenge

Swallow them up. Now, by yond' marble heaven,

{kneeling.

In the due reverence of a facred vow,

I here engage my words.

IAG, Do not rise yet [kneels toOm

Witnefs, you ever-burning lights above,

You elements that clip us round about,

Witnefs, that here lago doth give up

The execution of his wit, hand, hearty
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To wrongM Othello"^ fervice : let him command,
And to obey fliall be in me no remorfe.

What bloody businefs ever.

Ora. I greet thy love, {risings

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous^^

And will upon the inflant put thee to't:

Within these three days let me hear thee fay.

That Caffto's not alive.

Iag. My friend is dead; 'tis done, as you requell:

But let her live.

O^H. Damn her, lewd minx, o, damn her!

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw.

To furnifh me with fome fwift means of death
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

IAG, I am your own for ever. [Exeunt^

SCENE lY. Thefame,
Desdemon A, Emilia, and QXo^n,

Des. Do you know, firrah, where lieutenant C/iffk

lies ?

C/ff. I dare not fay, he lies any where.

Des, Why, man ?

CIo, He is a foldier; and for one to fay a foldier lies,

is ftabbing.

Des, Go to ; Where lodges he?

CIo. To tell you where he lodges, Is to tell you where

I lie.

Des, Can any thing be made of this?

CIo, I know not where he lodges ; and for me to de-

vise a lodging, and fay— he lies here, or he lies there^^

were to lie in my own throat.

Des. Can you enquire him out, and be edify 'd by.
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report ?

Clo. r will catechize the world for him ; that is-, make
queilions, and bid them anfwer.

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell him, I

have mov'd my lord in his behalf, and hope all will be
well.

Clo, To do this, is within the compafs of man's wit;

and therefore I will attempt the doing it. {Exit,

Des, Where ihould I lose that handkerchief,
Emi, I know not, madam.
Des, Believe me, I had rather have lofi: my purfe.

Full of crufadoes: And, bat my noble Moor
Is true of mind, and inade of no fuch bafenefs

As jealous creatures are, it were enough
To put him to ill-thinking.

Emi. Is he not jealous ?

Des, Who, he ? I think, the fun, where he was born.

Drew all fuch humours from him.

Emi, Look, where he comes.

Enter Othello.
Des, T will not leave him now, [lord?

'Till Caffio be call'd to him. How is't with you, my
Or//. Well, my good lady: '* O hardnefs to di/Tem-

How do you, Desdcmona? [blel"

Des. Well, iny good lord.

Ora. Give me your hand: This hand is moi(l,mylady.

Des, It yet has felt no age, nor known no forrow.

Om, This argues fruitfulnefs, and liberal heart

Hot, hot, and moill : This hand of yours requires

A fcquefcer from liberty, failing and prayer.

Much caftigation, exercise devout;

For here's a young and fweating devil here,

5 and by them

I
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That cofnmonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,

A frank one too.

Des, You may indeed fay fo;

For 'tvvas that hand that gave away my heart.

Oth, a liberal hand: The hands of old gave hearts;

But our new heraldry is— hands, not hearts. [ise.

Des, I cannot fpeak of this. Come now, your prom-
Oth. What promise, chuck i*

Bes. I have fent to bid CaJ/20 come fpeak with you«
Oth. I have a fait and forry rheum offends me;

Lend me thy handkerchief.

Des, Here, "I" my lord.

0th, That which 1 gave you.

Des, 1 have it not about me.
0th, Not?
Des. No, indeed, my lord.

0th, That is a fault: That handkerchief

Did an Egyptian to my mother give

:

She was a charmer, and could almoft read

The thoughts of people: flie told her, while fhe kept it,

'Twould make her amiable, and fubdue my father

Entirely to her love; but, if Ihe loll it.

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye

Should hold her loathly, and his fpirits fhould hunt
After new fancies: She, dying, gave it me;
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive.

To give it her. I did fo: and take heed on't.

Make it a darling like your precious eye;

To lose't, or give't away, were fach perdition.

As nothing elle could match.

Des, Is't poffible?

0th. 'Tis true; there's magick in the web of it:

5 hearts of old gave hands

Vol. X. X
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A fybil, that had numbered in the world
The fun to courfe two hundred compaiies.

In her prophetick fury fow'd the work:
The worms were hallow'd, that did breed the filk^

And it was dy'd in mummy, which the fkilful

Conferv'd of maidens' hearts.

Des, Indeed? is*t true?

Orn. Moll veritable ; therefore look to't well.

, Des. Then 'would to heaven, that I had never feen't!

Orn, Hal wherefore?

Des, Why do you fpeak fo llartingly and rafh?

OrH, Is't lofl: is't gone? fpeak, is it out o'the way?
Des, Blefs us!

Oth, Say you?

Dfs, It is not lofl; But what an if it were?

OtH, Ha I

Des, I fay^it is not loft,

Oth. Fetch't, let me fee't.

Des. Why, fo I can, fir, but I will not now:
This is a trick, to put me from my fuit;

I pray, let Caffio be received again.

Orn. Fetch me that handkerchief : my mind ml/gives*

Des. Come, come;

You'll never meet a more fufiicient man:
OrH. The handkerchief.

Des. a man that, all his time.

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love;

Shar'd dangers with you:

Orn. The handkerchief.

Des. In footh, you are to blame.

Orn, Away! Othello;
Smi. Is not this man jealous?
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Des. 1 ne*er favv this before.

Sure, there's fome wonder in this handkerchief:

I am moft unhappy in the lofs of it.

Emi, 'Tis not a year or two fhews us a man:
They are all but ftomacks, and we all but food;

They eat us hungerly, and, when they are full.

They belch us. Look you 1 Ca0o, and my husband.

Enter Iago, ^3!«^Cassio.

Iag» There is no other way ; 'tis Ihe, muft do't;

And, lo, the happinefs ! go, and importune her.

Des, How now,goodC^^^i;/' what's the news with you?
Cas, Madam, my former fuit: I do befeech you.

That, by your virtuous means, I may again

Exifl, and be a member ef his loive.

Whom I, with all the office of my heart.

Entirely honour; I would not be delayed:

If my offence be of fuch mortal kind.

That nor my fervice paft, nor present forrows^

Nor purpos'd merit in futurity,

Can ranfom me into his love again.

But to know fo rtluft be my benefit;

So fhall I cloth me in a forc'd content.

And fhoot myfelf upon fome other courfe^

To fortune's alms.

Des, Alas, thrice-gentle Ca0o,
My advocation is not now in tune;

My lord is not my lord; nor fhould I know liiill>

Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd.

So help me every fpirit fandlify'd.

As I have fpoken for you all my beft

;

And flood within the blank of his difpleasure.

For my free fpeech ! You mull a while be patient J

*5 up ia
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What I can do, I will; and more I will.

Than for myfelf I dare ; let that fuffice you.

I^G, Is my lord angry?

Emj, He went hence but now,

And, certainly, in ftrange unquietnefs.

JjiG, Gan he be angry? 1 have feen, the cannon
When it hath blown his ranks into the air;

And, like the devil, from his very arm
Poff'd his own brother; —And can he be angry?
Something of moment,, then : I will go meet him ;

There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry.

Des. I pr'ythee,do fo.^[£'Ar/V Iag
]
Something^, fure,

of Hate,—

"

Either from Venice y or fome unhatch'd pra6lice.

Made demonflrable here m Cyprus to him,

—

Hath puddrd his clear fpirit: and, in fuch cafes,

Men's natures wrangle with inferior things.

Though great ones are their object.

*Tis even fo ; for let our finger ach.

And It endues our other healthful members
Even to that fenfe of pain : Nay, we mull think.

Men are not gods^;

Nor of them look for fuch observancy

As fits the bridal. Befhrew me much, Emiliu^.

I was (unhandfome warrior as I am)
Arraigning his unkindnefs with my foul

;

But nojv 1 find, 1 had fuborn'd the witnefs.

And he's indited falfely.

Eui. Pray heaven, it be ftate matters, as you think

5

And no conception, nor no jealous toy,

Concerning you.

Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause.
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Et^ii. Bat jealous fouls will not be anfwer'd fo;

They are not ever jealous for the cause,

But jealous for they are jealous: 'tis a monfter.

Begot upon itfelf, born on itfelf.

Des. Heaven keep the monfter from Othello's mind!

Eui, Lady, amen.

Des, I will go feek Mim.^CaJftOy walk hereabout:

If I do find him fit, Til move your fuit.

And feek to efFefl it to my uttermoft. [Emi.
Ca^, I humbly thankyour ladyfhip. \Exeunt DEs.and

Enter Bianca.
BiA. Save you, friend CaJJlo!

Cas. What make you from home ?

How is it with you, my moft fair Bianca?

Indeed, fweet love, I was coming to your lodging,

BiA, And I was going to your lodging, C^it?.

What! keep a week away? feven days and nights?

Eightfcore eight hours? and lovers' abfent hours.

More tedious than the dial eightfcore times?

0 weary reckoning 1

Cas, Pardon me, Bianca;

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been prefT'd:

But I fhall, in a more convenient time.

Strike off this fcore of abfence. Sweet Bianca, [kerchief

•

Take me this work out. [gi'ving her Desdemona^s Hancf"

BiA. O, CaJJioy whence came this ?

This is fome token from a newer friend.

To the felt abfence now I feel a cause:

Is't come to this? Well, well.

Ca^. Woman, goto!
Throw your vile guefTes in the devil's teeth,

From whence you have 'em. You are jealous now,

3° Go to, woman,

X3
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That this is from fome miftrefs, fome remembrance?
No, in good troth, Bianca.

BiA. Why, whose is it?

Ca^ . I know not, neither ; I found it in my chambeff
I like the work well; ere it be demanded,
(As like enough, it will) Pd have it copy'd

:

Take it, and ao't; and leave me, for this time.

£iA, Leave you ! wherefore?

Cu^.s. I do attend here on the general;

And think it ne addition, nor my wifh,

To have hini fee me woman'd.
BiA. Why, I pray you?
Cas, Not, that I love you not.

BiA, But that you do rot love me.
I pray you, b ing me on the way a little;

And fay, if 1 (ball fee you foon at night?

Cas. 'l is but a little way, that 1 can bring you.

For I attend here; but i*']l fee you foon.

BiA. 'Tis very good; I mull be circumUznc'd. [Exeufifi

ACT IV.
SCENE I. The fame.

Enter Othello, and 1 a g o , con-verfing^

Jag, Will you think fo?

OiH, Think fo, lagoP

Jag. What,
To kifs in private?

Oru, An unauthoriz'd kifs.

Jag. Or to be naked with her friend in bed;^

An hour, or morC; not ine ming any harm?
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0th* Naked in bed, lago, and not mean harm?
It is hypocrify again ft the devil:

They that mean virtuoufly, and yet do fo.

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven.

lu^G. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial flip:

But if I give my wife a handkerchief,

—

0th. What then?

Ij4G, Why. then 'tis hers, my lord ; and, being hers.

She may, I think, beilow't on any man.
0th, She is proprietrefs of her honour too;

May fhe give that ?

/^G. Her honour is an efTence that's not feen;

They have it verv oft, that have it not

:

But, for the handkerchief,

—

0th. By heaven,! would moft gladly have forgot It:^

Thou faid'll,—O, it comes o'er my memory.
As doth the raven o'er the infeftious houfe.

Boding to all,— he had my handkerchief.

J^G, Ay, what of that?

0th. That's not fo good now, [ong ?

T^G. What if I had faid, 1 had feen him do you wr-

Or heard him fay,—As knaves be fuch abroad.

Who having, by their own importunate fuit.

Or voluntary dotage of fome miftrefs.

Convinced, or fuppl'd them, toight cannot choose

But they muft blab:

0th. Hath he faid any thing?

Iag. He hath, my lord; but, be you v/ell aiTur'd,

Ko more than he'll unfwear.

. 0th. What hath he faid?

Jag. Why, that he did,"^! know not what he did,

iJTH. What? what?

i'^ prt^te-ftres -5 fuppiied
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IAG, Lye—
OtH, With her?

Iag. With her, on her; what you will.

Oth Lye with her! lye on her!—We fay, lie on her,

when they bely her; Lye with her! that's fulfome. Hand-
kerchief,— confeffions— handkerchief. To confefs, and
be hang'd for his labour. Firft, to be hang'd, and then

to confefs; [ tremble at it. Nature would not inveft her-

felf in fuch fliadowing paffion, without fome indudion.

It is not words, that fhakes me thus: Pi(hl— Noses, ears,

and lips: Js't poflible? "-Confefs,— Handkerchief,—O
devil ! [falls, as in a Fit,

Iag. Work on^ my med'cine, work!— Thus credu-

lous fools are caught;

And many worthy and chail dames, even thus,

All guiltlefs meet reproach._ What, ho! my lord!

Enter Cass i o.

My lord, I fay! Othello I^Wq^n now, CaJJlo?

Cas, What's the matter?

Jag. My lord is fall'n into an epilepfy;

This is his fectnd fit, he had one yeflerday,

Cas. Rub him about the temples.

Iag, No, forbear;

The lethargy mull have his quiet courfe:

if not, he foams at mouth; and, by and by.

Breaks out to favage madnefs. Look, he Itirs:

Do you withdraw yourfelf a little while.

He vvili recover ftraight; when he is gone,

I would on great occasion fpeak with you.—
[Exit Cassio^

Hnvv is it, general? have you not hurt your head f

Dim, Doil mock me?

9 Iftftruftioj^
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1ag» I mock you! no, by heaven; I mock you not.

'Would, you would bear your fortune like a man.
OrH. A horned man's a monfter, and a beaft.

Iag. There's many a J^eaft then in a populous city.

And many a civil monfter.

OtH. Did he confefs it ?

Iag, Good fir, be a man;
Think, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd,

'

May draw with you: there's millions now alive.

That nightly lye in those unproper beds,

"Which they dare fwear peculiar; your cafe is better.

0,'cis the fpite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock.

To lip a wanton in a fecure couch.

And to fuppose her chaft! No, let me know;
And, knowing what I am, I know what fne Ihall be.

Orn, O, thou art wise; that's certain.

Iag, Stand you a while apart;

Confine yourfelf but in a patient lift.

Whilil you were here o'er-whelmed with your griefi

(A paffion moft unfitting fuch a man)
Cajpo cam.e hither: I fhifted him away.
And layM good 'fcufe upon your extafy

;

Bad him anon return, and here fpeak with me.
The which he promis'd: Do but encave yourfelf.

And mark the fleeps, the gybes, and notable fcorns.

That dwell in every region of his face;

For I will make him tell the tale anew,

—

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when
He hath, and is again to cope your wife;

1 fay, but mark liis geflure Marry, patience;

Or I fhall fay, you are all in all a fplcen,

And nothing of a man.

all in Spleene
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Or^. DoR hear,

J will be found iijoft cunning in my patience ;

But (doll thou hear?) mdfl bloody.

/^G. That's not amifs

;

But yjet keep time in alL Will you withdraw?
[Othello conceals himfelf.

Now will I qiieftion Cajfio of Biancuy

A huswife, that, by felling her desires.

Buys herfelf bread and cioaths: it is a creature,

That dotes on CaJJio^— as 'tis the llrumpet's plague.

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one;—
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain

From the excefs of laugh ler:—Here he comes:—
Enier C A s s I o . at a Dijiance*

As he (hall fmile, Othello fhall go mad;
And his unbookilh jeak ufy inuli conllrue

Poor CajJio\ fmiles, gellures, ana Ik^ht behaviour,

"Qpite in the wrong How do you now, lieutenant?

CjiS. The worferj that you give me the addition.

Whose want even kills me.
Iag. Ply Desdewona well, and you are fure on't

:

Now, if this fait lav in Biancas pow^r, [/peaking low.

How quickly ihould yoj fpeed?

C^s. Alas, poor caitiff

!

OrH. Look, iiow he laughs already!"

Jag. I never knew a woman love man fo.

Cas. Alas, poor rogp.el I think, indeed, Ihe loves nre-

Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out."

Jag. Do yoa hear, CaJJlo?

"OtM. Now lie importunes him"
To tell it o'er: Go to; well faid, well faid."

XftG. She gives it out, that yoa Ih all marry her ;

I Do'fl thou hea'-fi
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po you intend it?

C^s. Ha, ha, ha!

Oth, '* Do you triumph, Roman? do you triumph?*'

Cas. T marry her? what, a curtomer! Pr'ythee, bear

fome charity to my wit; do not think it To unwholfome.
Ha, ha, ha!

Om, " So, fo, fo, fo: Laugh, that wins."

Iag. Why, the cry goes, that you (hall marry her.

C^J. Pr'ythee, fay true.

Iag, I am a very villain elfe.

Oth, Have you fcor'd me? Well."

Os. This is the monkey's own giving out: Ihe is

perfuaded, I will marry her, out of her own love and
flattery, not out of my promise.

Or-ff. lago beckons me; now he begins the flory."

Ca^ . She was here even now ; fhe haunts me in every

place. I v/as, the other day, talking on the fea-bank

with certain Venetians '^2lxv^ thither comes the bauble, and
falls me thus"]" about my neck:

Oru, *^ Crying, O dear CaJJiol as it were: his gefl-"

ure imports it."

Ca^, So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; fo

hales, and pulls me: ha, ha, ha!

Of/f. Now he tells, how ilie pluck'd him to my"
chamber: O, I fee that nose of yours, but not that"

dog 1 fliail throw it to."

Cab. Well, I muft leave her company.
Iag, Before me! look, where fhe comes.

Enter Bianca.
Cab, 'Tis fuch anoiher fitchew! marry, a perfum'd

pne—What do you mean by this haunting of mef
BiA^ Let the devil and his dam haunt youi V7hat did
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you mean by that fame handkerchief, you gave me even
now? 1 was a fine fool to take it. I mufl take out the

\vork?^A likely piece of work; that you (hould find it

in your chamber, and know not who left it there' This
fome minx's token, and I muft take out the work?

There, =1= give it your hobby horfe: wherefoever you had
it, I'll take out no work on't.

Cjs. Hownow,my {weetBra»ca?\\o\v nowPhownow?
OrjT. <' By heaven, that fliould be my handkerchief."

BiA. An youll come to fupper to-night, you may:
an you will not, come when you are next prepared for.

[Exii BlANCA.
IjG. After her, after her.

Cj^s. I muft, (he'll rail i' the ftreet elfe,

Jjsg, Will you fup there?

C^s, Yes, [ intend fo.

Iag, Well, I may chance to fee you; for T would ve-

ry fain fpeak with you.

C^s, Pr'ythee, come; Will you?

I^G, Go to; fay no more. [Exit Cassio.
Cth. Plow (hall I murther h'<my I/:igoP

[ccmi?ig h^ijlilyfrom his Concealment

,

Jag. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice?

Orn. O, logcl

Iag. And did you fee the handkerchief?

Oru. Was that mine?

Iag* Yours, by this hand: and to fee how he prizes

the foolifn woman your wife! flie gave it him, and he

liath given it his whore.

Orn i would have him nine years a killing.~~A fine

v.oman! ^ fair woman! a fvveet woman !

Jaq, Nay, you mufl forget that.
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Oth. Ay, let her rot, and perifh, and be damn'd to-

night; for the fluall not live : No, my heart is turn'd to

llone; I flrike it, and it hurts my hand. O, the world
hath not a Tweeter creature : fhe might lye by an emp-
eror's fide, and command him tafks,

Jag, Nay, that's not your way.

Oth. Hang her! 1 do but fay what fhe is: So delicate

with her needle!—An admirable musician! O, fhe wiii

fing the favagencfs out of a bear!"~Of fo high and plen-

teous wit and invention ! '~'

IjIG. She's the worfe for all this.

Orn, O, a thousand, a thousand times: —And then,

of fo gentle a condition!

Jag, Ay, too gentle.

Oth, Nay, that's certain: But yet the pity of it, la-

go f O, lago, the pity of it, lagaf

Iag, If you be fo fond over her iniquity, give her

patent to olFend ; for, if it touches not you, it comes
near nobody.

OrH» 1 will chop her into mefles : Cuckold me !

Iag. O, 'tis foul in her.

Or£f, With mine officer

!

Iag. That's fouler.

Oth. Get me fome poison, lago-y this night:— FII not

expoftulate with her, left her body and beauty unpro-

vide my mind again:— this night, lago,

Iag. Do it not with poison; ftrangle her in her bed,

even the bed fhe hath contaminated.

Oth. Good, good; the juilice of it pleases; very good*

Iag. And, for CaJJtOy'^ltt me be his undertaker: Voa
{hall hear more by midnight. [Trumpet heard^

Oth, Excellent good. What trumpet is that fame ?
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JjG, Something from Venice, fure. *Tis Lodo^lcol

Enter LoDOVico, and Attendants% Desdemona,
and Others, mjith him.

Come from the duke; and, fee, your wife is with him'*

LoD. Save you, worthy general!

Ot:h. With all my heart, lir.

LoD, The duke and fenators of Venice greet you;

[giving him a Packet*

Orn, I kifs the inflrument of their gooTi pleasures.

[ofens, and peruses if:

Des, And what's the news, good cousin Lodo^ico?

Jag . I am glad to fee you,fignior; Welcome to Cyprus^

LoD. I thank you, (ir: How does lieutenant CajJioP

Jag. Lives, fir.

Des, Cousin, there's fall'n between him and my lord

Jin unkind breach: but you fhali make all welL
Oth. Are you fure of that?

Des, My lord?

Oth, Thisfailyou not to do, asyou ^will
—

LoD. He did not call; he's busy in the paper*

Is there division 'twixt thy lord and CaJJio?

Des, a mcft unhappy one; I would do much
To atone them, for the love I bear to CaJJto^

Oth, Fire and brimllone!

Des, My lord?

Oth. Are you wise?

Des, What, is he angry?

LoD, May be, the letter mov'd him;
For, as I think, they do command him home^
Deputing CaJJJo in his government.

Des, Truft me, I am glad on't,

Orn, Indeed?

am very glad
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J)£s. Mylord?
Qrn, I am glad to fee you mad.
Des. Why, Tweet O//^^/^.^

Oth. Devil! [^rikhg her*

Des, I have not deserv'd this.

LoD, My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice^

Though I fhould fwear I faw't: 'Tis very much;
Make her amends, (he weeps.

Orif. O devil, devil

!

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears.

Each drop fhe falls would prove a crocodile:^
Out of my fight!

Z)£5. I will not ftay to offend you.

LoD, Truly, an obedient lady:

I do befeech your lordlhip, call her back,

Oru, Miftrefs,—

My lord ?

Orn. What would you with her, fir?"

:ZoD. Who I, my lord?

Oru, Ay, you did wifh, that I would make her turnf

Sir, Ihe can turn, and turn, and yet go on.

And turn again ; and Ihe can weep, fir, weep

;

And (he's obedient, as you fay, obedient.

Very obedient;— Proceed you in your tears

Concerning this, fir,—O well-painted pafllonl""'

I am commanded home: Get you away;
I'll fend for you anon— Sir, I obey the mandate.
And will return to Venice \ Hence, avant! [£";v/VDes.

CaJJio (hall hare my place. And, fir, to-night,

I do entreat, that we may fup together.

You're welcome, fir, to Cyprus . ^QozX.^ and monkiesf
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LoD» Is this the noble Mcor, whom our full fenate

Call— all-in-all fufficient? This the nature

Whom paflion could not fhake? whose folid virtue

The fliot of accident, nor dart of chance.

Could neither graze, nor pierce?

JjiG. He is much changed.

LoD, Are his wits fafe? is he not light of brain ?

Iag, He's that he is ; I may not breath my cenfure#

What he might be,— if, what he might, he is not,

—

I would to heaven, he were.

LoD, What, rtrike his wife!

Jag . 'Faith, that was not fo well ; Yet 'would I knew.
That ftroke would prove the worft.

ZoD. Is it his ufe?

Or did the letters work upon his blood,

And new-create this fault?

Iag. Alas, alas.

It is not honefty in me, to fpeak

What I have feen and known. You fhall observe him;
And his own courfes will denote him fo.

That I may fave my fpeech : Do but go after.

And mark how he continues.

Z.OX). I am forry, that I am deceived in h\m.[Exeunf»

SCENE XL rhefame.
E/iter Othello, an^/ Emilia.

Orn. You have feen nothing then ?

£mi. Nor ever heard; nor ever did fufpe6l,

Orn. Yes, you have feen CaJ/io and fhe together.

Emi. But then 1 faw no harm; and then 1 heard

Each fyllable, that breath made up between them.

Gr^. What, did they never whifper?
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E'Mt. Never, my lord.

Orff. Not* fend you out o' the way?
£mt. Never. [thing?

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her ma(k, nor no-*

Emi. Never, my lord.

Oth, That's Grange.

EMr, I duril, my Ibrd, to wager flie is honed.

Lay down my foul at ftake : if you think other.

Remove your thought; it doth abuse your bosom.
If any wretch hath put this iii your head.

Let heaven requite it with the ferpent's curfe!

tor, if ftie be not honeft, chaft, and true.

There's no man happy; the piirefl of their wives

Is foul as (lander.

Or/r. Bid hter come hither; go [Exit Euii
She fays enough;— yet (he's a firiiple bawd.
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtle whore,

A closet lock and key of villarlous fecrets

:

And yet Ihe'll kneel, and pray ; I have feen her do't.

Re-enter Emilia, <^ith Desdemona.
My lord, what is your will?

OtK. Pray, chuck, come hither.

/>£5. What is your pleasure?

Orff . Let me fee your eyes

;

Look in my face.

De^, What horrible fancy's this?

OtK. Some of your fundiioil, miftrefs, Emilia*

Leave procreants alone, and Ihut the door;

Cough, or cry"~hem, if any body come:
Your myilery, your myflery; nay, difpatch.

[^;r/V Emilia.

Upon my~j"knees,wli^tddth your fpeech import?

Vol. X.
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1 underftand a fury in your words.

But not the words.

OrH. Why, what art thou?

De5, Your wife, my lord;

Your true and loyal wife.

Oth, Come, fwear it, damn thyfelf

;

Left, being like one of heaven, the devils themfelves

Should fear to feize thee: therefore be double-damn'd^
Swear—thou art honeft.

Des, Heaven doth truly know it.

Orn^ Heaven truly knows, that thou art falfe as hell.

Des. To whom,my lordrWithwhomPHovvam 1 falfe?

Oth, O Desciemona!^2iW2Ly ! away ! away 1

Des, Alas, the heavy day ! Why do you weep ?

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord?

If, hapjy, yon my father do fufpedl.

An inftrument of this your calling back.

Lay not your blame on me; if you have loft him,
Whyy I have loft him- too.

Or/f. Had it pleas'd heaven.

To try me with afflidtion ; had he rain'd

All kind of fores, and fhames, on my bare head;.

Steep'd me in poverty to the veryJips;

Given to captivity me and my utmoft hopes;

I Ihould have found in fome part of my foul

A drop of patience: but (alas!) to make me
A fixed figure, for the hand of fcom
To point his flow unmoving finger at,

—

O! o!

Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well

:

But there, where I have garner'd up my hearty

Where either I muft live, or bear no life;

^7 the time of
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The fountain from the which my current runs.

Or elfe dries up; to be difcarded thence

!

Or keep it as a cidern, for foul toads

To knot and gender in! turn thy complexion there.

Patience, thou young and rose-lip'd cherubin,

i\y, there, look grim as hell.

Des. I hope, my noble lord efteems me honefl,

Oth. O, ay; as fummer flies are in the fhambles.

That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed.
Who art fo lovely fair, and fmelPft fo fweet, [been born

!

That the fenfe akes at thee,— 'Would, thou hadft ne*er
Des, Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed?
Oth. Was this fair paper, this moft goodly book.

Made to write whore upon ? What, to|)at, committed

!

Committed! O thou publick commoner,
I fhould make very forges of my cheeks.

That would to cinders burn up modefly.

Should I but fpeak thy deeds; What, tDjjat^ committed!
Heaven flops the nose at it, and the moon winks;
The bawdy wind, that kiflTes all it meets.

Is hufli'd within the hollow mine of earth.

And will not hear't: CommitteU ! what, committed!
Impudent ftrumpet

!

I?ES. By heaven, you do me wrong,
Oth, Are not you a flrumpet?

Des, No, as I am a chriflian:

If to preserve this veflel for my lord.

From any other foul unlawful touch.

Be— not to be a ftrumpet, I am none.

Oth. What, not a whore ?

Des, No, as I flial! be fav'd.

Or/r. Is't poffible i

6 1 here
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Dbs. O, heaven forgive us!

Orn, I cry you mercy, thep

;

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice^

That marry 'd with Othello You, miftrefs, X^ZitX

Re-enter Emilia.
That have the office opposite to faint Peter,

And keep the gate of hell; You, you; ay, you!
We have done our courfe; there's money for your pains;

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counfel.

[^A-// Othello.
Emi. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive?

How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady?

i)£S. 'Faith, half afleep.

Eui. Good madam, what's the matter with my lord?

Deb, With who

?

Emi. With my lord, madam?
Z>£5. Who is thy lord ?

'

'Eui, He that is yours, fvveet lady.

£)£5. I have none: Do not talk to me, Emilia'^

I cannot weep; nor anfwer have [ none.

But what fhould go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night

Lay on my bed my wedding fheets, remember 5

And call thy husband hither,

Emi, Here is a change, indeed ? [Exiim

Des. 'Tis meet 1 fhould be usM fo, very meet-

How have I been behav'd, that he might llick

The fmall'ft opinion on my leafl mifufe?

Re-enter Emilia, ^ith 1a go.

Iao* What is your pleasure, madam ? How is't with

Deb, 1 cannot tell. Those, that do teach young babes.

Do it with gentle means, and easy talks

:

He might have chid me fo ; for, in good faith.

16 Why, with
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'l^m a child to chiding.

Jag. What is the matter, lady?

Emi. Alas, lago, my lord hath fo bewhor'd her^

Thrown fuch defpite and heavy terms upon her.

As true hearts cannot bear.

Des» Am I that name, la^oF

Jag, What name, fair lady?

J^Es, Such as, fhe fays, my lord did fay I was.

Emi, He calTd her, whore; a beggar, in his drink.

Could not have lay'd fuch terms upon his callet.

Iaq, Why did he fo ?

Des, J do not know; I am fure, I am none fuch.

Jag. Do not weep, do not weep; Alas, the day!

Emi, Has fhe forfook fo many noble matches.

Her father, and her country, and her friends.

To be calPd— whore? would it not make one weep ?

Des. It is my wretched fortune*

Jag. Befhrevv him for't!

How comes this trick upon him?
Des. Nay, heaven doth know.
Emi. I will be hang'd, if fome eternal villain.

Some busy and infinuating rogue.

Some cogging coz'ning fiave, to get fome office.

Has not devis'd this flander; Fli be hang'd elfe.

Jag. Fie! there is no fudi man; it is impoffible.

Des. If any fuch there be, heaven pardon him !

Emi. a halter pardon him! and hell gnaw his bone^!

Why fhould he call her, whore? who keeps her company ^

What place? what time? what form? what likelihood ?

The Moors abus'd by fome moft villanous knave.
Some bafe notorious knave, fome fcurvy fellow:

O, heaven, that fuch companion thou'dH unfold;
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And put in every honeft hand a whJp,
To laOi the rafcal naked through the world.
Even from the eaft to the wefll

IAG. Speak within door.

Emi, O, fie upon him ! fome fuch fquire he was^
That turn'd your wit the feamy fide without,

i\nd made you to fufpe^l me with the Moor,

IAG. You are a fool; go to.

Des, Alas, Jago.

What CnaM I do to win my lord again ?

Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of heaven,

1 know not how I loll him. Here I"^ kneel:—"

If e*er my will did trefpafs 'gainft his love,

Either in difcourfe of thought, or actual deed;

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any fenfe.

Delighted them in any other form

;

Or that 1 do not yet, and ever did,

And ever wiiI,-"though he do l"hake me off

To beggarly divorcement,— love him dearly,|

Comfort forfwear me 1 Un'k'indnefs may do much;
And his unkindnefs may defeat my life,

V>'at never taint my love. I can't fay, whore;

]t does abhor me, now I fpeak the word;
To do the aft that mip-ht the addition earn,

Not' the world's ma(s of vanity could make me,

Lw, I pray you, be content; 'tis but his humour;
The busineis of the Hate does him oncncc.

And he does chide with you.

Des. If 'twere no other,

—

Iag. It is but fo, I warrant. [Trumpets,

Hark, how these inftriiments fummon to fupper'.

The meffenger Venice ilays the meat;
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<Jo in, and weep not; all things fhall be well.

[Exeunt Des. afid Em'I,

En/er Roderigo.
How now, Roderigo P

Rod, I do not find, that thou deaPfl juflly with me,
i>G . What in the contrary ?

Rod, Every day thou doft'd me with fome devife, la'

go; and rather (as it feems to me now) keepeft from me
all conveniency, than fupplieft me with the lead advan-

tage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure it: Nor
am I yet perfuaded, to put up in peace what already I

have fooliihly fufFer'd.

Ij4G, Will you hear me, Roderigo?

Rod, Sir, i have heard too much; and yeur vvords^

and performances, are no kin together.

I^G, You'charge me moil unjuftly.

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wafted myfelf

cmt of means. The jewds you have had from me, to de-

liver to Desdemona^ would half have corrupted a votarift:

You have told me ^(he hath reeeiv'd them, and returned

tne expe(^ations and comforts of fudden refpe£l and ac-

tquittance ; but I find none.

IAG. Well; go to; very well.

Rod. Very well? go to? I can not go to, man; nor

'tis not very well: Nay, [ think it is fcurvy; and begin

to find myfelf fob*d in it.

IAG. Very well.

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. T will make my-
felf known to Desde?nona :\i fhe will return me my jew-

•els, T will give over my fuit, and repent my unlawful

folicitation ; if not, affure yourfelf, 1 vvill feck fatiff^ic-

.%iQii of you,

T-d fqpt
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Ijg. You have faid now-
Rod. Ay, and faid nothing, but what I proteft in**

tendment of doing.

Iag, Why, now I fee there's mettle in thee; and^f

even from this inftant, do build on thee a better opinion

than ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo: Thou
haft taken againft me a moft juft exception; but yet, I

proteft, I have dealt moft diredly in thy affair.

Rod, It hath not appear'd.

Iag. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd ; and your
fufpicion is not without wit and judgment. But,

rigo^ if thou haft that within thee indeed, which I have
greater reason to believe now than ever,~I mean, pur-

pose, courage, and valour,— this night fhew it: if thou
the next night following enjoy not Desdemona, take me
from this world with treachery, and devise engines for

my life.

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason, and com-*

pafs ?

Iag. Sir, there is efpec^al commiftion come from Fe-*

mce, to depute Caffio in Othello's place.

Rod, Is that true? why, then Othello and Besdemonc^

return again to Venice.

Iag. O, no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh a-

way with him the fair Desdemonay unlefs his abode be
lingered here by fome accident; wherein none can bq
ib determinate, as the removing of CaJJio.

Rod, How do you mean— removing him?

Jag. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello*^

place; knocking out his brains.

Rod. And that you would have me to do.

Iag, Ay ; if you daie do yourfelf aprofit, and a rioht,
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He fups to-night with a harlotry, and thither will I go
to him ;—he knows not yet of his honourable fortune

:

if you will watch his going thence, which I will fa(hion

to fall out between twelve and one, you may take him
at your pleasure ; [ will be near to fecond your attempt,

and he fliall fall between us. Come, fland not amaz'd
at it, but go along with me; I will (hew you fuch a ne-

ceflity in his death, that you fhall think yourfelf bound
to put it on him. It is now high fupper-time, and the

night grows to wafte : about it.

Rod. I will hear further reason for this.

]ag. And you ihall be fatiffy'd. \ExemU

SCENE III. A Room in the Caftle.

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona,
Emilia, and Attendants.

LoD , 'Be/eech you, fir, trouble yourfelf no further.

Or//. O, pardon me; 'twill do me good to walk.

LoD. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your la-

dylhip,

Des. Your honour is moft welcome.
Oth, Will you walk, fir?_

Oi^Desdemonay— [Jlepphg back*

Des, My lord?

Oth. Get you to bed o' the inftant, I will be return'd

forthwith : difmifs your attendant there ; look, it be done.
Des. I will, my lord. [Exeu77t Oth. Lod. and Attn

Emi. How goes it now r he looks gentler than he did.

Des. He fays, he will return incontineat

:

|ie hath commanded me to go to bed,
And bad me to difmifs you.

Ehu Difmifs me 1

17 I do be^
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Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emlia,
<jive me my nightly wearing, and adieu:

We mull not now difplease him.

£Mi, I would, you had never feen him.
Des, So would not I; my love doth fo approve him.

That even his ftubbornnefs, his checks, and frowns,

—

Pr*ythee, unpin me,— have grace and favour in them.
' [beginning to undrefs.

£mt* I have lay'd those fheets you bad me on the bed.

Des, All's one; Good father, ht)w foolifti are our
minds !

If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, Ihrowd me
one of those fame fhests.

£mi. Come, come, you talk.

Des. My mother had a maid, calVd Barbara*,

She was in love; and he, fliedov'd, prov'd bad,

And did forfake her: fhe had a fong of— v/illow.

An old thing 'twas, but it exprefT'd her fortune.

And £he dy*d linging it: That fong, to-night.

Will not go from my mind; I have much to do.

Not to go hang my head all o' one fide.

And fnig it like poor Barbara, Pr'ythee, difpatch.

E'M-i, Shall I fetch your night-gown?
Des- No, unpin me here.

This Lo/^7r:^iro is a proper man.
£mi. a very handfome man,
Des. Snti he fpeaks well.

Emi, I know a lady in Venice, would have wal'kM

Bare-foot to Fakjlim for a touch of his nether lip.

[going on nvith her undrejjing.

Des, The poor foulfat Jlghing by a fycamore tree,

fir.g all a green njjillonjj'y [f^^^gij^g*

4^'^rov'4 mad But to iJl .gofet^h
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her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee,

Jing ^illo<w, ivillo^-Wy ^illo^ :

^hefrejh firearns ran by her, and murmur'*d her moans

Jing RX)illonjo, <willonVy nvillo^ ;

the fait tearsfellfrom her, and foften^d the ftones^
—

Lay by these Je^juels^

fng ^illo^jj, <wiJlo'w, mjilW-w\

Pr'ythee, hie thee; he'll come anon

—

Jing all a green ^illo^zv muji he my garland.

2.

Let no body blame him, his fcorn I approve.

Nay, that's not next Hark ! !?ar& I who is't that knocks?

Em£. It*3 the wind.

Des, 1 calld my lo^e,falfe lo^je^But ^hatfaid he then?

fing <voiUo^, ^villonju, ^willoiv ;

Jf I court mo <vjo7?ien, yoiill couch nvith mo men.

So, get thee gone; good night. Mine eyes do itch;

Does that bode weeping ?

Emi, 'Tis neither here nor there.

Des, I have heard it faid fo O, these men, these

men !

Doft thou in confcience think,— tell me, E7nllia,
—

That there be women do abuse their husbands

In fuch grofs kind ?

Emi. There be fome fuch, no queftion.

i>£5. Would'ft thou do fuch a thing for all the world?

Emi» Why, would not you?
De^, No, by this heavenly li<>ht!

Eui. iT^Ot nor 1 neither, by this heavenly light;

I might do't as well i'the dark.

Z)£.9. Woiildft thou do fuch a deed for all the world?

Ew* Th^ world is a huge thing : *ris a great price
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For a fmall vice.

Des, In troth, I think thou wouldft not.

Emi, In troth, I think I fhould ; and undo't, when T

had done. Marry, I would not do fuch a thing for a
joint-ring; nor for measures of lawn ; nor for gowns,
petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition : but, for

the whole world,— Why, who would not make her hus-
band a cuckold, to make him a monarch? 1 fhould ven-
ture purgatory for't.

Des, Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong
For the whole world.

Emi. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' th' world

;

and, having the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in

your own world, and you might quickly make it right.

Des. I do not think, there is any fuch woman.
Emt. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage, as

Would ftore the world they play'd for.

But, I do think, it is their husbands' faults.

If wives do fall: Say, that they flack their duties.

And pour our treasures into foreign laps

;

Or elfe break out in peevifh jealoufies.

Throwing reftraint upon us; or, fay, they flrike us.

Or fcant our former having in defpite;

Why, we have galls; and, though we have fome gracc^

Yet have we fome revenge. Let hasbands know.
Their wives have fenfc like them ; they fee, and fmelj^

And have their palates both for fweet and four

As husbands have. What is it that they do,

When they change us for others f Is it fport.^

J think, it is; And doth affedion breed it ?

J think, it doth; Is't frailty, that thus errs?

lit ;is fo too : And have not we afii?6lions f
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Besires for fport? and frailty, as men have?

Then, let them use us well: elfe, let them know.
The ills we do, their ills inftrud us to.

Des, Good night, good night: Heaven me fuch us-

age fend,

Not to pick bad from bad; but, l^«,bad, mend! [Exeunt.

SCENE I. J Street.

Enter Ia go, and Roderigo.

IAG • Here, (land behind this
"f*

bulk ; flraight will he-

come :

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home.
Quick, quick; fear nothing, I'll be at thy elbow:
It makes us, or it mars us; think on that.

And fix moft firm thy resolution.

Ron, Be near at hand, I may mifcarry in't,

Iag. Here, at thy hand; be bold, and take thy (land*

\rettres to a little Dijiancs-^

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed;
And yet he has given me fatiffying reasons :

—

^ris but a man gone : forth, my"|"fword; he dies.

[going to his Stands

Iag . I have rub'd this young quat almoft to the fenfe^^

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill CaJJio^

Or Caffio him, or each do kill the other.

Every way makes my gain : Live RoderigOy

Me calls me to a rellitution large

Of gold, and jewels, that I bob'd from him;>

As gifts to Djesdmonw,
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It muft not be: if CaJ/20 do remain.

He hath a daily beauty in his life.

That makes me ugly; and, belides, the Moor
May unfold me to him; there ftand I in much peril;

Islo, he mull die:—But fo, I hear him coming.
Enier Cass 10.

I^OD. I know his gait, 'tis he ^«_Villain, thou dy'ft.

\Jiartingfrom his Foji^ and making a Pafs at him^

Cjs» That thruft had been mine enemy indeed.

But that my coat is better than thou know'ft ;

1 will make proof of thine, ^dra^ivs, and rounds Rod„
Rod, O, 1 am flain! [fr^^^^g-

,
Jago ijjuesfrom behind; makes a BIo'w at Caflio, andExit„

Cas. I am maim'd forever:
\falling too.

'\
Light,

ho! murther! murtherl

Enter Othello, at a Dijlance.

Oth. The voice of CaJ/io\'-Iago keeps his word.

Rod, O, villain that 1 am!
OrH. It is even fo,

Cas, O, help, ho! light! a furgeon

!

OtH. 'Tis he; O hmwQ lago^ honeli, andjud.

That haft fuch noble fenfe of thy friend's wrong!
Thou teacheft me, Minion, your dear lies dead.

And your fate hies apace; ftrumpet, I come:
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blottedj

Thy bed, luft-ftain'd, fhall with luft's blood be fpotted.

[Exit Othello,
Enter, likenvise at a Difance, LoDOVico,

Gr ATiANO. [urther!

Cjis. What, ho! no watch? no palTage? murther! m-
Gra. 'Tis fome mifchance; the voice is very direfuh

Cas, O, help!
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LoD, Hark?
Rod* O wretched villam!

LoD, Two or three groans;— It 5s a heavy night r-

These may be counterfeits; let's think't unfafe

To come in to the cry, without more help.

Rod. No body come? then fhall I bleed to death.

Enter Iago, wth a Light,

LoD. Hark! [weapons.

Gra. Here's one comes in his fliirt, with light and
IAG, Who's there? whose noise is this, that cri^s out

murther?

LoD, We do not know.
Iag, Do not you hear a cry?

Cas, Here, here; for heaven's fake, help me.
IAG, What's the matter? [going towards Cdi^iO^

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as 1 take it.

LoD, The fame, indeed; a very valiant fellow.

Iag, What are you here, that cry fo grievoufly?

Cas, Iago? O, I am fpoii'd,. undone by villains!

Give me fome help.

Iag, O me, lieutenant ! what villains have done thlsf

Ca^, I think, that one of them is hereabout.

And cannot make away.

Iag, O treacherous villains!

What are you there? come in, and give fome help.

[to Lod. an^/ Gra.
Rod, O, help me here!

Cas, That's one of them.

Iag» O murd'rous flave! o villain!

[Iago /ets ^/oivn his Light; mahs towards

Roderigo in the dark^ and/tabs him.

Rod, O damn'd Iago/ o inhuman dog! 0> o^ol
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Tag. Kill men i' the dark! —Where Be these bloody
thieves r— [counterfeiting a Search*

How filent is this town?— Ho! murther 1 murtherl

What may you be ? are you of good, or evil?

LoD. As you fhall prove us, praise us,

Jag. ^\gn\ov Lodo'vicoP

LoD, He, fir.

Jag. I cry you mercy ; Here's CaJJto hurt by villains^

Gra. CaJJio!

Jag, How is it, brother?

Ca^, My leg is cut in two.

Iag, Marry, heaven forbid!^

Light, gentlemen; TU bind it with my Ihirt.

Enter Bi a nc A, and Others ^ wth Lights,

BiA, What is the matter, ho? who is*t thac cry'd?

Jag. Who is*t that cry'd?

BiA. O my dear Ca£io! my fweet Cajfio!

O Caffio, Cqffw, CaJfio!

IAG. O notable ftrumpetl^C^z^o, may you fufpeft;

Who they fhould be, that have thus mangl'd you?
Cas. No. [feek you-

Gra. I am forry, to find you thus; I have been to

Jag. Lend me a garter: So. O, for a chair.

To bear him easily hence!

BiA. Alas, he faints :-«0 CaJpOy C^JJio, Caffio!

Jag, Gentlemen all, I do fufped this tralh

To be a party in this injury

—

Padence a while, good CaJJio— Come, come;
[rising from him*

Lend me a light Know we this face, or no?

\fvie^i77g Roderigo*

Alas! my friend, and my dear countryman!
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^k^derigo? no: Yes, fure; yes, 'tis Roderigo,

Gra. What, of Fenice?

Jag, Even he, fir; Did you know him?
Gra. Know him? ay.

Iag, Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon;

These bloody accidents muft excuse my manners.

That fo negleded you.

Gra, I am glad to fee you.

Iag, How do you, CaJjtoF^O^ a chair, a chair!

Gra. Roderigo!

Iag . Me, he, 'tis he : ^[Enter Some uoith a Chair,
'\

that's well faid; the chair:

Some good man bear him carefully from hence;

ril fetch the general's furgeon.-_For you, miftrefs.

Save you your labour.—He that lies flain here, Cajpo^

Was my dear friend; What malice was between you?
Cas, None in the world; nor do I know the man.
Iag, What, look you pale?»_0, bear him out o' the

air [C A s s I o born off; and the Body ofRod.
Stay you, good gentlemen: look you pale, miftrefs?^^.

Do you perceive the gaftnefs of her eye?—

^

Nay, if you ftare, we (hall hear more anon:««

Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her;

Do you fee, gentlemen? nay, guiltinefs will fpeak.

Though tongues were out of ufe.

Enter Emilia*
-Emi. 'Las, what's the matter? what*s the matter, hus*

band ?

Iag. CaJJio has here been fet on in the dark.

By Roderigo^ and fellows that are 'fcap'd;

He's almoft flain, and Roderigo dead.

Eui, Alas J good gentleman! alas, good CaJJto!

Vol. X. Z
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Ijg. This IS the fruit of whoring.^Pr'ythee, Emilza^

Go know of CaJJto where he fupt to-night:

What, do you lhake at that?

BiJi. He fupt at my houfe; but I therefore ftiake not*

IjiG. O, did he fo? I charge you, go with me.
Emi. O, fie upon thee, ftrumpetl

BiA. I am no ftrumpet; but of life as honeft.

As you that thus abuse me.

Emi, As I ? foh ! fie upon thee!

Iag . Kind gentlemen, let's go fee poor Cajto dreft:^.^

Come, miftrefs, you muft tell'^ another tale.

Emilia, run you to the citadel,

And tell my lord and lady what has hap'd.

Will you go on afore ? This is the night.

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. [^Exeunt^*

SCENE II. A Bed-chamber in the Caftle.

Desdemona in Bed, ajleep. Enter Othello,
njjith a Light

•

Oth, It is the cause, it is the cause, my foul,-«

ILtt me not name it to you, you chaft rtars,^

It is the cause! Yet Til not (hed her blood;

[taking off his Snvord, and laying it hj^

Noricar that whiter (kin of hers than fnow.

And fmooth as monumental alabafter.

Yet fhe muft die, elfe Ihe'll betray more men.

Put out the light, and then— Put out the light!

If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter,

{Jetting doivn the Taper-*^

I can again thy former light reftore,

Should I repent me:^but once put out thy light,

[going, torwardi his
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ii^hou Ciinmng'fl: pattern of excelling nature,

t know not where is that Promethean heat, [rose.

That can thy light relumine. When I have pluck'd thy

I cannot give it vital growth again,

It needs muft wither; Til fmell thee on the tree.

0 balmy breath, that doft almoft perfaade

Juftice to break her fwordl~~One more, one more.

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee.

And love thee after:— One more, and this the laft:

So fweet was ne'er fo fatal. I muft weep,

But they are cruel tears : This forrow's heavenly;

it ftrikes, where it doth love. She wakes.

Des. Who's there ^ Ofhe/IoP
Oth. Ay, Desdemona,

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord?

Oth. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona^
Des, Ay, my lord.

0th. If you bethink yourfelf of any crirae^

tJnreconcil d as yet to heaven and grace.

Solicit for it ftraight.

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that?

Oth\ Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by:

1 would not kill thy unprepared fpirit

;

No,— Heaven fore-fend !— I would not kill thy foul^

Des. Talk you of killing?

Orif. Ay, I do.

Des. Then, heaven

Have mercy on me 1

OtH, Amen, with all my heart!

Des. If you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me#
Qth, Hum!

5Zi
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Des, And yet I fear you; for you are fatal tHen,

When your eyes rowl fo: Why 1 fhould fear, I know noty
Since guiltinefs I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear.

Orn, Think on thy fins,

Des, They are loves I bear to you.

Oth, Ay, and for that thou dy'll.

Des, That death's unnatural, that kills for loving,

Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether lip ?

Some bloody pafTion fhakes your very frame

:

These are portents; but yet, I hope, I hope.

They do not point on me.

Orif. Peace, and be ftill!

Des. I will fo: What's the matter? [thee,

Oth, That handkerchief, which I fo lovM, and gave^

Thou gav'ft to Cajfw.

Des. No, by my life and foul;

Send for the man, and afk him.

Oth. Sweet foul, take heed.

Take heed of perjury; thou art on thy death-bed;

Des. Ay, but not yet to die*

Oth. Yes, presently:

Therefore confefs thee freely of thy fin

;

For to deny each article with oath.

Cannot remove, nor choak, the ftrong conception

That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Des. O, heaven have mercy on me!
Oth. I fay, amen.
Des, And have you mercy too! I never did

Offend you in my life; never lov'd Cafwy
But with fuch general warranty of heaven

As I might love: 1 never gave him token.

Oth, By heaven, I faw my handkerchief in 's hand.
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0 perjurM woman ! thou doft (lone my heart

;

And mak'ft me call, what I intend to do,"*

A murther, which I thought a facrifice:

1 faw the handkerchief.

Des» He found it then;

I never gave it him : Send for him hither

;

Let him confefs a truth.

Oth, He hath confefT'd.

Des, What, my lord?

OtH, That he hath— us'd thee.

Des. How? unlawfully?

Orn. Ay.
Des. He will not fay fo. ,

Orif . No, his mouth is ftop'd

;

Honeft lago hath ta'en order for't.

Des, My fear interprets then,—What, is he dead?
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge

Had ft©mack for them all.

Des. Alas! he is betray'd, and I undone.

OtH. Out,flrumpet! weep'ft thou for him to my face?

[taking up a PillonAS*

Des. O, banifti me, my lord, but kill me not.

Oth. Down, ftrumpet.

Des, Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night.

Oth. Nay, if you llriv€,—

Des. But half an hour:

Oth. Being done.

There is no pause.

Des. But while I fay one prayer.

Oth. It is too late. [/mothers her.

[my lord !

£mi* IjwiihinJl My lord, my lord ! what, ho ! my lord,

2:s
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Oru. What noise is this.?—Not dead? not yet g[uit€

dead?

T, that am cruel, am yet merciful

;

I would not have thee linger in. thy pain.

So, fo.

£mi. What, ho! my lord, my lord!

Oth, Who's there?

Emi, O, good my lord, I'd fpeak a word with yoi?.

Oth. Yes;—'tis Emilia:^hy and by._ She's dead,

^Tis like, fhe comes to fpeak of Caffioh death

;

The noise was high.— Ha! no more moving?
Still as the grave."" Shall flie come in? wer't good?*^
I think, Ihe ftirs again: No.—What's the beft?

If fhe come in, ihe'll fure fpeak to my wife

My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? I have no wife:

0 infupportable ! o heavy hour

!

Methinks, it fhould be now a huge eclipfe

Of fun and moon ; and that the affrighted globQ

§houId yawn at alteration.

Emi, Good my lord,

1 do befeech you 1 may fpeak with you.

Orn, 1 had forgotten thee; Come in, Emilia:^
Soft, by and by, let me the curtains draw. *

\jiraujs them, and then opens the Doo'C^

Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now?
Enter Emilia.

Emi, O, my good lord, yonder's foul murthers done«

Oth, What, now?
Emi, But now, my lord.

Oth, It is the very error of the moon

;

She comes more near the earth than Ihe was wonti
And makes men mad.

*0 y. //"^re^
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Smi, C^7^<7, my lord, has kiird a yxbung FMetian^

CzWd—Ro^erigo.
0th. Roderigo kill'd

!

And C^^o kiird!

Emi. No, Caffto is not kill'd.

Oth. Not Caffio kiird ? then murther's out of tunc,

And fweet revenge grows harlh.

D^s. O, falfely, falfely murder'd!

Emi. O lord, what cry is that ?

Ori/. That! what?
Out, and alas 1 that was my lady's voice

[running to the Medm

Help! help, ho! help! O, lady, fpeak again!

Sweet Desdemona! o, fweet miftrefs, fpeak!

De^. a guiltlefs death 1 die.

Eui, O, who hath done
This deed?

jDej. No body; I myfelf; farewel

:

Commend me to my kind lord; O, farewel. \diesi

Oth. Why, how Ihould Ihe be murder'd ?

Emi, Alas, who knows f

Oth, You heard her fay herfelf, it was not L
Emi, She faid fo ; I muft needs report the truth.

Oth, She's, like a liar, gone to burn in hell;

'Twas I that kill'd her.

Emi, O, the more angel fhe.

And you the blacker devil!

Oth, She turn'd to folly, and fhe was a whore.

Emi, Thou doft bely her, and thou art a deviU

Oth, She was falfe as water.

Emi. Thou'rt rafh as fire, to fay

That Ihe; was falfe; O, fiie was heavenly true!
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Oth. CaJJio did tup her; alk thy husband elfe:

O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell.

But that I did proceed upon juft grounds

To this extremity ; Thy husband knew it alL

Emi, My husband?

^Orn, Thy husband.

£mi. That (he was falfe to wedlock?
Ot'u. Ay, with CaJ/fo:

Had fbe been true,

Jf heaven would make me fuch another world
Of one entire and perfeft chryfolite,

IM not have fold her for't.

Emi. My husband ?

Oth, Ay, 'twas he that told me firft

;

An honeil man he is, and hates the ilime

That flicks on filthy deeds.

£mi» My husband?
Qth, What needs this iter.ance,woman ? I fay, thy hus-

band.

Emi, O miftrefs, villany hath made mocks with love |

My husband fay, that Ihe was falfe?

Oth. He, woman;
I fay, thy husband ; Dofl underftand the word?
My friend, thy husband, honelt, honeft lago,

Emi, if he fay fo, may his pernicious foul

Rot half a grain a day! he lies to the heart;

She was too fond of her moft filthy bargain.

Oth, Hal [looking tonxjards her S^or4^

Emi, Do thy worft:

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven.

Than tkou waft worthy her.

QtH, Peace, you were beft. [threatening her wth

I tcp
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Emi. Thou haft not half that power to do me harm.

As I have to be hurt. O gull ! o dolt!

As ignorant as dirt ! thou haft done a deed,-^

I care not for thy fvvord; I'll make thee known.
Though I loft twenty lives Help ! help, ho! help!

The Moor hath kill'd my miftrefs; Murther! murtherl

Enfer Montano, Gratiano, Iago.
MoN» What is the matter ?_How now, general?

[Jiaying him.

Emi. O, are you come, Iago? you have done well.

That men muft lay their murthers on your neck*
Grj4. What is the matter?

Emi, Difprove it, villain, if thou be'ft a man:
He fays, thou told'ft him that his wife was falfe;

I know, thou didft not, thou'rt not fuch a villain;

Speak, for my heart is full.

Iag. I told him what I thought; and told no moriJ,

But what he found himfelf was apt and true.

Emi, But did you ever tell him, Ihe was falfe?

JjiG, I did.

Emi» You told a lie; an odious, damned lie;

Upon my foul, a lie ; a wicked lie:

She falfe with CoJJto! Did you fay, with CaJJto?

Iag . With CaJ/fo, miftrefs; Go to, charm your tongue,

Emi, I will not charm my tongue; I am bound to

fpeak

;

My miftrefs here lies murther'd in her bed,

MoN, Gra, O heavens fore>fend!

Emi, Apd your reports have fet the murther on.

Oth. Nay, ftare not, mafters; it is true, indeed,

Cra. ^Tis a ftiange truth.

Moa, O monftrous ad

!
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EmI. Villany, villany, viilany;-*

I think upon't,— I think,—I fmeirt;--0 villany!

I thought fo then 'I'll kill myfelf for grief.

0 villany, villany!

JjiG. What, are you mad ?

1 charge you, get you home.
Emi, Good gentlemen, let me have leave to Ipeak;

*Tis proper I obey him, but not now:.-.

Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home.
Oth. Oh ! oh! oh ! ! [hanging o^ver his Wife,

Emi, Nay, lay thee down, and roar;

For thou haft kilFd the fweeteft innocent.

That e'er did lift up eye.

Oth, O, Ihe was foull

I fcarce did know you, uncle; There lies your niece,

Whose breath (indeed) these hands have newly ftop'd:

I know, this aft (hews horrible and grim.

Grj^. Yoor Desdemone! I am glad thy father's dead;

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief

Shore his old thread in twain: did he live now,
This fight would make him do a defperate turn;

Yea, curfe his better angel from his lide.

And fall to reprobance.

Oth. 'Tis pitiful: but yet lago knows.
That Ihe with Caffw hath the aft of lhame

A thousand times committed; CaJJjo confefTM it:

And fhe did gratify his amorous Vv'orks

With that recognizance and pledge of love

Which I firft gave her; I faw it in his hand;
Jt was a handkerchief, an antique token

}dy father gave my mother.

Emi, O heaven ! o heavenly powers!
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IAG* Come, hold your peace.

Em I. 'Twill out, 'twill out peace?

No, I will fpeak as liberal as the air

;

Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all.

All, all, cry fhame againft me, yet TIJ fpeak.

Iag, Be wise, and get you home.
Emi, I will not.

Gra. Fie! [dra<w tf»

Your fword upon a woman ? [to \^go, feeing him about t9

Emi* O thou dull Moorl that handkerchief, thou fp^

eak'ft of,

I found by fortune, and did give my husband;

For often, with a folen^in earneftnefs,

(More than, indeed, bel^ng'd to fuch a trifle)

Jie beg'd of me to fteal it.

Iag. Villanous whore

!

Emi, She give it Caffio! no, alas; I found it.

And I did give't my husband.

Iag, Filth, thou ly'ft.

Emi* By heaven, I do not; I do not, gentlemen:.^

O murd'rous coxcomb! \;to Oth.] what ftiould fuch a fool

Do with fo good a wife ?

Oth, Are there no fiones in hea\''en,

5ut what ferves for the thunder Precious villain!

[lago ftabs his Wife fuddenJy^ and runs offl

Gra, The woman falls ; fure, he hath kilTd his wife,

Emi, Ay, ay; O, lay me by my miilrefs' lide.

Gra. He*s gone; but his wife's kill'd.

MoN, 'Tis a notorious villain. Take this weapon,

Gra. a S'word^

Which I have her-e recover'd from the Moor:

^ome, guard the door without; let him not pafs.
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But kill him rather : I'll after that fame villain,

For 'tis a damned :flave. [Exeunt Mon. and Gra.
Oth, I am not valiant neither,

Bot every puny whipftcr gets my fword :
^

But why fhould honour out-live honelly?

Let It go all.

EmJ, What did thy fong bode, lady ?

Hark, canft thou hear me ? I will play the fwan,

-And die in musick;— Wtllonv, ^illowo^ ^illoiv,^

MooTy fhe-was chaft; (he lov^d thee, cruel Moor:
So come my foul to blifs, as I fpeak true

;

So fpeaking as 1 think, I die,— I die. \dies^

Orn. I have another weapon in this chamber.

It was a fword of Spairiy the Ebr&^s temper;

—

O, here it is: Uncle, I muft come forth. [dear;

Guji. {'Within.'] If thou attempt it, it will cofi thee

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce mnft fuffer.

On/. Look in upon me then, and fpeak with me.
Or, naked as I am, I will affault thee.

Re-enter Gratia no.

€ra. What is the matter ?

Orn. Behold, 1 have a weapon;
A better never did itfelf fuftain

Upon a foldier's thigh: I have feen the day.

That, with this little arm, and this good fword,

1 have made my way through more impediments

Than twenty times your flop: But, o vain boaft!

Who can controol his fate? 'tis not fo now._«.

Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon'd ;

Here is my journey's end, here is my but

^jid very fea-mark of my utmoft fail.

Po jojj go back difmay'd? 'tis a loft fear;

14 the Ifc^rookes temper
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Man but a rafh agalnft Othello's breaft,

And he retires ; Where fhould Othello go ?^
Now, how doll thou look now? O ill-ftar'd wench!

Pale as thy fmock! when we fhall meet at compt.

This look of thine will hurl my foul from heaven.

And fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl?

Even like thy chaftity.—

O curfed, curfed flave!—Whip me, ye devils.

From the posseflion of this heavenly light!

Blow me about in winds 1 roaft me in fulphur!

Wafli me in fteep-down gulphs of liquid fire!_,

O Desdemonel dead, Desdemotie? dead \ dead?
O, o, o!

Enter Lodovico, Montano ; Cassio, carry*d in a
Chair % and Iago, luith OfficerSy Prisoner,

LoD» Where is this rafh and mod unfortunate man ?

Oth. That's he, that was Othello', [pointing to his Wife.1

here I am
LoD. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth,

[Officers bring lagoforward*
Oth. I look down towards his feet; but that's a fable:

If that thou be'ft a devil, I cannot kill thee.

[^ais IsLgo/uddenly*

LoD. Wrench his fword from him. [he is difarm d.

Iag, I bleed, fir; but not kill'd.

Orn, I am not forry neither; Pd have th^e live;

For, in my fenfe, 'tis happinefs to die.

LoD. O thou Othelloy that waft once fo good,
Fall'n in the pradife of a curfed flave,

What lhall be faid to thee ?

Oth. Why, any thing:

Aiji honourable murtherer, if you will;

«8 was
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For nought I did in hate, but all In honour.

LoD, This wretch hath part confefT'd his villanyi

Did you and he confent in Ca£io\ death ?

Qru, Ay.
Cas, Dear general, I never gave you cause.

OrH. I do believe it, and 1 afic your pardon.

Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil.

Why he hath thus enfnar'd my foul and body?
Iaq. Demand me nothing; what you know, yout

know

:

From this time forth I never will fpeak word.

LoD, What, not to pray?

Gra. Torments will ope your lips.

Orif. Well, thou doft beft.

ZoD. Sir, you fhall Underftand what hath befall'n.

Which, as I think, you know not: Here~{"is a letter.

Found in the pocket of the flain Roderigo\

And here, "f" another: the one of them imports.

The death of CaJJio to be undertook

By Roderigo*

0th. O villain!

Cas, Moil heathenifh, and moft grofs t

LoD. Now here's "f another difcontented papery

Found in his pocket too : and this, it feems,

Roderigo meant to have fent this damned villain ;

But that, belike, lago in the interim

Came in and fatiffy'd him.

Orn, O the pernicious caitiffr—

How came you, CaJ/io, by that handker<:hiefi

That was my wife's?

Cas, 1 found it in my chamber:

And he himfelf confeff'd, but even now^

I* St bwt



That tliere he dfopt it, for a fpecial purpose.

Which wrought to his desire.

Orn. O fool! fool! fool!

Cas, There is, befides, in Roderigo^s letter,"*

How he upbraids lago, that he made him
Brave me upon the wat^h ; whereon it came.
That I was caft : And even but now he fpake.

After long feeming dead,

—

lago hurt him,

lago fet him on,

LoD, You muft forfake this room, and go with us;

Your power and your command is taken off,

And CaJJio rules in Cyprus, For this"f"ilave,"^

If there be any cunning cruelty,

That can torment him much, and hold him long.

It lhall be his : You fhall clofe prisoner reft,

'Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian ftate : —Come, bring away.

Oun, Soft you; a word or two, before you go.

I have done the ftate fome fervice, and they knovv't;

No more of that : "~ I pray you, in your letters,

When you (hall these utilucky deeds relate.

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate.

Nor fet down aught in malice: then mull you fpeak

Of one, that lov'd not wisely, but too well;

pf one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought,

Ferplex'd in the extream ; of one, whose hand.

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearl away
Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose fubdu'd eyes.

Albeit unused to the melting mood.
Drop tears as fafl: as the Arabian trees

Their med'cinable gum: Set you down this

:

And fay, b^fides^— ;hat in Alepp once,



Othella*

Where a malignant and a turban'd 7urJ^

Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the ftate,

I took by throat the circumcised dog.

And fmote him"" thus.

[pulls out a conceaVdDaggery andftahs hiinfelfi

LoD. O bloody period!

Gra. All, that's fpoke^ is marM.
OtH. I kiff'd thee, ere I kill'd thee ; {throwing him--

felf by his IVife,'] No way but this.

Killing myfelf, to die upon a kifs. [dies,

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon^
For he was great of heart.

LoD. O Spartan dog> [to lago*

More fell than anguifh, hunger, or the fea!

Look on the tragick loading of this bed

;

This is thy work: the objed poisons fight;.^

Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the houfe,

And feize upon the fortunes of the Moor,

For they fucceed on you.-_T6 you, lord governor,

[to Caflio*

Remains the cenfure of this hellifh villain

;

The time, the place, the torture,—O inforce it!

Myfelf will ftraight aboard ; and, to the llate.

This heavy adt with heavy heart relate. [Exeunt^

3 by th* throat
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